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THE FIR3ST CHAPTER
The Voice of Rumour!

TELL you it's a rotten lig!"”

It was Bob Cherry of the Re-
move who spoke, and he spoke

1 I
angrily.

Illnmld Skinner shrougged his shoul-
ICTE.

“ft may be,” he said coolly, " But if
it is, it's not my [e. Ask your pal
Clavering whether it's tewe or not 1™

Bob's [ace changed.

“If Clavering saye it—"" ho began

slowly. ‘
“1t's true, of course!” snapped Bkin-
wer. “A fellow who has gained tho

approval of the Frabjous Five can't tell
lica even if he tries”

“If Clavering says s0,” iwent on Dab,
“he's made a mistake, That's all. He
wouldn't tell a lie about it. lle's not
sour sort, Skinner. But he may have
cen mistaken. Ile doesn't know the
seniors very well yet. It might have
been Loder, or Carne, or Walker, or
Valence, but it couldn’t have been
Courtney.” i

“You're vight, Cherry,” said Vernon-
Smith. " Courtney’'s the very last chap
in the Sixth for little games of that sort,
not even excepting old Wingate or
Gwynne. I'va never known a straighter
fellow than Courtney, any way you like
to take him, He's clean white all
thrangh." :

* “You think a heap more of him than
he does of you, Bmithy ! sncered Skin-
ner.

“That's likely enough. Ho hasn't any
pn.‘rtmular reason to think well -of me,
replied the Bounder coolly. “ Very few
people have, for that matter”

It might be true; but Skinner was ona
of the few, and he knoew it, and every-
one else there knew it. But gratitode
seldom lasted long in Ilarold Skinner.

Harry Wharton,  IFrank I-Iu%mt,
Johnny Bull, and flurree Jumset am
Singh, Naboeb of Bhanipur, whom his
chuma ealled Inky, came into the Com-
mon-room just then, with the new fellow,
Loonard Oeswald Clavering.

There was a bit of a mystery about
Clavering. His study-mates, Stott and
Bnoop, eﬁd not hike him at all; Lbut that
was not on gecount of the mypstery. It
was beezuse he waas not their.sort, which,
sceing what sort Snoop and Stott wero,
was nothing against Clavering—quite the
contrary, indeed. )

Mor did the fact that Ponsonby of
Higheliffe wae his enemy tend to show
that there was anything against him.
Ponsonhy wos apt to be the encmy of
any decent fellow .

nyway, the Famous Five had taken
to Clavermg, in gpite of & reserve on the
part of tho new
always find it casy to understand.  And
Vernon-8mith, who alone at Greyfriars
knew that Leonard Clavering was really
Tom Redwing of FHawkscliff, the son of
a sailor. was his firm friend. For Tom
Redwing had saved the Bounder's lifg,
and Vernon-Smith, with all his faults,
had a livelior sense of gratitude than
Bkinser.

oy that they did not |
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“What's the row?” grawled Johnny

{‘ Bull, who saw at a glance that there was
j something wrong between Bob Cherry

and the cad of the Remove,

“Nothing’s the row,”™ reglied Skinner.
" Now Clavering’s hore, it can bo scttled
in & minute,”

Clavering looked uncemifortable, He
was sailing under false colours at Grey-
friars, and though the circumstances
were such that no great blame could he
attached to hum even by the most severe
if the whaele story were known, he was
naturally sensitive about it.

“What's Clavering got to do with it ¥
Wharton said. “If you're trying torake
up that silly yarn of I'on’s, Bkinmer,
};ﬂ:.:.:rﬁ dead off . Bo don’t yon try
Ll

“Tm not,"” said Skinner. * Smithy
sgettled that, didn't youn, Hmithy? A
chap like Pan, livin' in glase houses and
all that, can always bo got at, can't he,
Bmiﬁljr!i‘ And when it comes to nobblin®
anyone, Smithy’'s the man for the job—
eh, Smithy? Pon daren’t speak out,
because HEmithy’s got him in a cleft stick.
And so there's ng more to be zaid about
Clavering, is there? Of course, a chap
um;r_t!lira& whot ho likes, but he can't
sy it

“IIold your poizonons
rapped ont the Dounder.

davering  had  first reddened, then
paled, and the Bounder, determined to
stand by him in apito of his refusals to
admit anything, {felt angry on his
acconnt.

“I°'1l heold it, cerfainly. I've nothing
more to say—at present,” replied 2kin-
ner meaningly.

“Bkinner says that you saw Courtney
of the Sixth coming out of the Cross
Keys, Clavering.'” saud Bob Cherry, m
his downright wav. *Is that correet?”

Clavering nodded.

“You're guite sure "

“Ves, I ecouldn’t be mistaken. Bot
I didir't tell Bkinner. I only mentioned
it to Ogilvy, and I wasn't aware that
there was dnyone else near.”

“That's right,” aaid Donald 'Dgihrf.
“Amd I don't think Claverning would
have mentionod it at all but for some-
thing I happened to say. He'd got
across with that sweep Loder, and I told

tongue I

him a thing or two abont the heauty.”

“Hnoop tald me,” said Skinner, with
an evil grin. Sncop was by way of being
a pal of -Skinner's, but fricndship did not
count for much with Skinner when he
saw A chance of wmaking misehief. * He
gaid Clavering told howp” :

"Snoop and I are not on speaking
termse,” Clavering said coldly.

#Where iz Snoopi™ growled Johnny
Ball, |
"Oh, what goes Snoop mattor P enid
the Boonder. “Tt's no news to anyone
héve that 8ncop ien’t particular what he
listens to. Clavering's admitted that he
said it. But ¥ think he must be mis-
taken. ™

Clavering shook his head. He seemed
to be guite sure that there was no possi-
bility of o mistake, ;

"{When was it 7" asked Squiff, other-
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wise Sampson Quincy Iffley Field—but
life 15 too short for names Hﬁc that. .

“Last night, hetween tea and prep,”
anawered the new boy, 1 gob leave to
go down to Friardale, and 1 met o High-
cliffe fellow there—Derwent, you know.
He scems a very decent sort. He had
come to the post-office for something, a8
I had, and we strolled uhm&; together for
a bit. We were passing the pub when
Courtney came out alone™

“You're sure it was Courtney 1" asked
Harry YWharton,

“Oh, quite. He isn't like any other
fellow here, and the hght from some
room inside fell full on him as he came
out of the door. Besides, Derwent
knows him. Ile gave s low whistle, in a
kind of surprised way, and said, * Now, I
shouldn't have expected that !’

Hkinner langhed mockingly.

% Only George Washington rizing from
the dead could improve on that evie
dence 1" he said.  “Here's Clavering.
You chaps are cheek-full of faith in him;
T don't kunow why. And he can call in
Derwent to support him, and you all
think Derwent's no end straight. Courte
ney hasn’t got a leg left to stand om.
Fe's convicted of puli-hauntin’®, and it
only remains for sentence to be passed
upon him. I'm not surce that we can do
that, and I don't want to, for one, but I
dare say Wharton docs, It's an awful
shock to Wharton, Look at his face!™

Harry Wharton Jdid look worred.

There were fellows in the Sixth whom
every decent junior liked and respected.
Honest, rugged Wingate, with the heark
of gold; breezy, jovial Gwyone; North,
and Faulknor—they had all earned tha
right to he held above such low games
a3 Loder and Carne practised regularly,
and Walker and Valence at times.

And no one of them all had o cleance
record than Arthur Fvans Cowrtney.
Fvery fellow who had been at Gregfriars
more than a term or two could recall o
dozen  instances of sportsmanhike and
chivalrons hehaviewr on his part, bud
never an instance of stepping aside [rom
the straight path.

It was Courtney who had refused even
to be nominated for the captainey when
his chum Wingate had been deposed,
He had stood by Wingnte through thick
and thin, loyal always. Tt was Conrtney
who had saved Valenee from punishment
and ddisgrace at heavy cost to himaelf.
And he owed nothing ta Valenee, They
had never been close clmmes, as ho and
Wingate Iad been and were,

Tt is true that Courtney aml Valenco's
aigter “Violet wore great friends.  Por.
haps the feeling between then was some-
thing more than mere friendship.  More
than one of the Roemovites thooght of
that now, bnt none mentioned Vielet
Valence's name.

The Pounder spoke ount, though,

“I haven't any doubt that I.":!avr-rimi
saw Courtney, as he 18 s0 sure of it,'
he said. “Bot 'm jolly cortain that
Courtney wasn't at the Cross Keys on
any such errand as SkKinner asks us to
believe.™ .

* Excuso struck  in

me, Snuthy!®



Every Monday.

Sikanuer, with elaborate politeness. ™I
haven't asked anyone te believe any-
thing. I bave my own opinion, but I
haven't even expressed that.”

“But we know it's nasty, as it’s yours,
Bkinper!” snapped Johony Bull.

“And we know that vour opinton is
otherwise, as Ceurtnsy happens to be
ane of the little #in zods of the Famous
Five!" sneered Bkinner. “But 1b's
queer that Wharton should look so
worricd about it, as it's so jolly certain
averything's above board. Don't you
think it's quecr, Stotti”

“Qb, rather!” said Stote. *‘Don’t
worry, Wharton! If it's all right, it's
all right, and thera's nothing to worry
about, vou know. And if it ain’t all
right you won't get sacked for it, so 1
don't 306 why it concerns you at all1”

# you want your nose pulled,
Biott? roared Bob Cherey.

" No, you idiot! What do you want to
pul aroocoh!  Keep him off,
somebody 1

But nobody troubled to keep Bob off.

nny Bull started towards the door,

“Whither is the bendiulness of your

!ﬂntabegs, my esteamed and ludicroua
chum?t” purred Hurrea Jamset Ram
Singh, in hix weird and wonderful
Engiish.

“I'm ull Sncop’s noset”

Jgpuin;g to

snorted Johnny, * There wouldo’t have
been any of this if Snoop badn't first
Hstoned and then taltked. X don't mind
Stott having his nose pulled: Bob .can
pull it off, for all I care—it’s no orna.
ment, anyway. But I think Snoop's wants
pulling harder!”

And, aa Johnny Bull genorally meant
what he said, there seemod little doubt
that, unless he failed to fnd Snocop,
Snoop’s nosa would be pulled harder
than Btott’s had been—though Stott's
was réd and sawollen when the vigorous
Bob had finished with it, and turhed to
grab Skinner’s,

But Bkinner had pradently mizzled |

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
In the Springtime of their Youth !

UMOUR was fabled by thas

- nmncients to have a hundred

tongoes; and the fable i1a casy of

eredence to anyona who haa over

noticed how quickly a sfory apreads in a
school.

Within twentv-four hours thers was
scarcely a fellow ot Greviriara—from
(zeorge Wingate, the shinper, to the
newast and tearfullest fag in the Second
—who had not heard that Arthur Couort-
noy had been scen coming out of the
Cross Keys.

E&EB, there was one—Courtney him-
e

It is often the
who ta the last to
with Lis name.

Whilo Wingate was koitting his brows
over the story Hammersloy had just told
him—while er and Cavne chucklad
together owver the same story—while

ar of the Fifth woas telling Potter
and Greene that he didn't belisve 8 word
of it—while Temple & Co. discussed it,
with expressions of regret that Courtney
should have goue wrong, if he had gone
wrong, which, as Fry sard, wasn't an
abzolute cert vet—while the Famous
Five and 3qui¥ and Tom Brown and
Delarey and Peter Todd and the Bounder
took counsel together as to whether
mmﬂhinﬁ ought net to be done (o
muzzle the rotters who were spreadin
the vyoarn—while Tably of the Thir
offored to fight avyone whe said it was
true—while the Second, led by Dicky
Nugent and CGatty, bumped Sammy
Bunter for saying he knew it was—
Arthur Courkiey, hizs eara not burning

ﬁljrraan mosh concernad
ar that gossip ia busy
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at all, wheeled hiz bike to tho gates,
mounted, and rode off to keep an
appanftment.

It was a wonderful dey for 20 early a
period of the year, The sun shong
almost warmly; the sky was cloudless,
and here and thote a deluded bird sang
aa 1f 1t felt sure the winter was over-
past. Ono might almowt have fancied that
the beédges, a week belore snow-laden,
were sprouting now.

And Courtney smiled, though there
was worry af his licart.

Hia upgum!.m:mt was not ab the Cross
Kaoys, t had {for object the giving
gomgone an account of the result of his
errand thers.

The result had not been by any means
- what he would have wished: He was still
gravely concerned at the peril of his
chum—atill in deubt what his next move
should be,

Yet for all that lus heart sang within
hirn. For he was going to meot Violet
Yalence |

Courtney’s parents were long since
dead. His nearcat relative was a crust
old uncle. They had never got on well
together; and to the lamely Greyfriars
senior the two peaplo who mattered miost
in tha world woereg George Wingate and
Yi Valence. .

A year ago Wingate might Lhave stood
first. Bus it was no longer an.  Arthur
Couctrey had resched an age when 1% is
quite possible for a fellow of stiong fecl-
ngs to be very pincerely and wholly 1n
love. And he loved the pretty, brown-
haired sister of graceless Hupert Valence
with sll hizs heart and scul

Ho had never told her so. No words
of mors than friendship had pazsed bi
tween them. Dut he belioved ghe under-
stood.

So, for all his worry, he felt happy as
he sped over the miles that zeparsted
Greyfriars from the tevsting-vlace,

Ha was bofore his time; but she was
waiting for him, standing, fuor-clad, be
gide her bicyela under thae leafless
branches of an old cak in a little-ire-
quented lane.

As she saw him coming she rested her
machihe against the shick holly hedge,
and moved forward to meet him.

Courtney sprang oft his own bike, and
‘let it fall to the pround. For both hor
hands were held out to lum, and buth
liia ronst meet them.

“Huave I kept you warting, Vi? he
galeed.

“0Oh, no, Arthue! I have only just got
heve, and you nre reslly before your

i You wmust hoave rvidden very
hard.”

“I think I did—ves, T know 1 did, I
was in & huery to see you again, Vi
But [ haven’t any good nows to give you,
I'm sorry to say.” .

The girl's face quivered, bLut she
looked up bravely.

“¥You have done your beat, I knew,
Avthur,™ shal rmi:j, And her voico rang
with utter faith in the lad who held her
handa in his.

“Yea, I've done that. PBut Hawke
won't come to terms—to any terms I can
make with him. If I had money enough
—he's the sort that you cculd buy any-
thing from at a price—but it's very little
I have. And I can’t get any from my
uncle without explaining why 1 want it
—hich iz clean impossible in this case.”

“It ise't right that you should think
of using your own money, or your uncle's,
to put straight Hupert's reckless folly,”
the girl zaid, gently withdrawing one
hand.

But he kept the other. She could not
have withdrawn that without force, and
she was not sure that she wanted to with-
draw it : 3

" There’s nothing I'd grodge <’tn;ng for

hitg, But it's for your sake, ViV

be-

One Penny. 3

He had never zatd so muceh as that

bafore. Dut she had kpown it
It waa hacdly possible that there
should Be real  friemdship  lLotween

Courtney and Valence. They were too
utterly unlike, Most fellows wha had
gffered for & chum what Courtney bad
sufferad For Valenca, and hsed been ve-
patd by base ingratitude, as he had beon,
would have washed their hands of that
chum once and for all
Arthur Courtnoey inight not have dong
that cven had Ropert Valence had no
sweet, graceful, brown-hoired sister. But
he chd not attempt to disguise from hun-
self that what he did was for Vi's sake:
and now the time had come when he
could no longer disguise it from her
“I know. I s heap to nsk of you, and
vet I can ask it, Avthur] Not what yon
went through before—that was too much
—though it made me feel ever wo proud
of you—more proud than I could begin
to tell you ¥
“Did i, Vi?! Then nothing maticrs)
Sometimes I've felt as though the shame
of it had burned into my very soul—to
trrant Like

be thrashed by & bullyin :
f’va !-'.'ri’c-lw-tir to think of

pln:} Popper!
i

“PBut vou knew that there was no real
shame—that to me—-"

The girl’a veice broke. She could not
say what was in her heart.  But she
st-nn{:lrmi ’ﬂl'l:‘]:ﬂt'lﬂj' and kissed his hand,

ik E.{I

Courtney  speke hoarsoly,  almest
-breathlessiv. F{n looked down at the
hand she had now let go like one amazed,
and he saw a tear on it

For s moment they stood sneechloss.
Thte[n the girl pulled hersell together, and
CEENE L

“You knew all along, .
must have kouwn i l'ﬁu:r never mind
that: we both understand now. It 18
Rupert we must talk of] What makes
this mun Hawke so bitber against him?”

“I don’t know; but it's casy to guess.
Rupert is inclined to ride the high horse;
and Hawko 13 o spiteful, resentfu
—not the man to stand that sort of thing
from onvone he thinks he has in Mg

LE ]
Er}P.And he has Rupert i®

“I'm afraid ea, V1.

“Put ] dor't guite understand. Of
courze, I know it must have heen through
’Hhamhlgag; and very likely Rupert was
cheated !’ .

“Nat a doubt of that, I sheuld say!™

“Then how would this man dare to let
Ite. Locke know? He would be giving
himsalf away, surely "

Clourtnay shaok his head Emw]ly'i :

u Tt wounld not be newa 1o the Head if
he were told that Hawke iz 8 wrong “un,
Ho knows that very well. But e can't
do much—I'm not sure that he can dJo
anything as far as Hawke i# concemed,
i That wounldn't prevent his dropping
heavily on to any fellow who was proved
to have had dealings with the scoundrel.”

“Won't he waitt Oh, won't he wait?
The money must ba raised somehow. I
have brought all that I ean. It imm™t
nearly ﬂnﬂuﬁ?. I know; but it may help

Arthur; you

to persuade him to wait.”
“In the ordirary way I suppose he
would wait—it would be to his ad-

vantage if he saw ony chance of ever
getting paid ot all. But Rupert has

his back up badly. Told him that
money was not fairly won—that hs
couldu’t, and wouldn't, E]:m»:i* it—andd that
[ if Hawke pressed him further he would
bolt and enlist. Hao is old tnough, of
course.”

The girl's eses flazhed, and involun
tarily sho. squared her shoulders.

“Jt would be the best thing he eculd
dol” she apid. ''Ruport means a lot to
me—yon know that, Arthur! But I'm
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not a coward. If I were he, I would go;
amnd if he went I could bear it—even
though he never came back ! Better dead
on the field of honour than disgracing
our name—and he is disgracing it |"

“¥Vi I've been thinking about that
very thing. Why shouldn't we both go—
he and 17 Ym not sure that he half
meant what he sald to Haowke: baot 1
do feel sure that he would go with me.
Wea're not the chums we used ta be
but—"

“You ave read
for bim again, Ar
It 1=n't fairl™

“ 1t wouldn't be sacrificing myzelf, Vi
I want to go, dear—don't you see? And
I'm not the only one. I hnow how two
or thres others fesl sbout 1t. Ii's all
vory well to be a member of an Officers'
Training Corps, and to know that if the
viar lasts long ﬂmmgh we ghall have com-
missions.  But we'd rather join up at
guee.  The lad from the Couneil School
in uti{:i e;n{-ugh at eightecn. Why shouldn's
wo het"

" But jt's becouse the people who hnow
all about these things see that vou would
be more use to lhe country as officers,
isrd't it?  That's what I've always under-
stood, If your turn comea g little later,
Four "ri.sh:s mee  heavier when it does
LOTTIE.

“More use? I'm not sure. Bome of
uz, maybe—fellowa like old Wingate, for
eccertuin,  He was born to lead men. 1
dun't think I was; and I don® think
Rupert was. We shouldn’t funk what-
ever might be going, but we're better at
following than at giving o lead.™

“"You don't do yourssl
Arthar )"

“I think T do, Vi. Don't you think
il'a a good plant™

“ Docs Bupert thick it is2”

“I haven't psked him. The fact of
tho matter is that—well, ho won't listen
io anything I say just now. He thinks
1 want to Ereach to him—Ileaven knows
I don't! Who am I that I should preach
to anyone?”

“And you're going on taking ell thia
trouble for him while he is so basely
ungrakteful ™

“It's only partly for him. It's mostly
for you, Vi. You're & thousand times
dearer to me than he is, and there's
nothing I wouldn't do for your sake, But
if I joined up 1t wouldn't be just for that.
ﬂt really seems to me the right thing to

0.

The girl's lips guivered.

“If Rupert goes, it must not be under
the shadow of disgrace!"” she eaid pas-
eionately, “He must not go to avoid
vxpulsion. That 1 ail he scome to beo
thinking of 1"

Courtney could not deny it. There was
nona of the spirit of self-sacrifice that
moved him in Iupert Velence Lilia
myre than one before him, he thought of
the Army as a convouwent refuge from
bis ereditors.

“1'll have n talk with him, and perhaps
if we see Hawke together something may
be arranged.” said the Sixth-Former.

“T don't know how Lo thank you
enough, Arthurl”

“There's no reom for thanks from you
to me!" replied Courtney, almost
hoarsely. “Ti 1t was my life, it wouldn™t
be too much—for you, dear!™

The light in her eyes as they mef his
was the light of uttermost trust. But
there was move in it than that—gas plainly
as i it had beem told in worde Arthur
Couriney eaw that she loved Lim oe he
loved her.

o stooped, and kissed her forchead.
But her lips were lifted to his, with the
inncecencas of & ehild, but tha lave of a
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to aperifice yourself
ur! But it jen't fur!

justice,

: gshamed—why shoald

woman ; and for the first time their lps
met,

Ting-a-ling-ting |

A bicyele-bell sounded. Vi started
back, Aushing. Courtney looked round,
with anger in his {ace.

Bkinner and Stott and Snoop rode past
the two, grinning broadly.

Tha vonfeunded young gpies!® mut-
tered Couriney furiousiy.

“I don't think they could have been
epyingr,”  replied the girl * 1% mwet
surely have been an accident.™

“You don't know them! I dof

gorry, vVi."
“lon't troukle, Arthur, I don't
much! I'm not

muid—unt legst, not \’EI’%’
be? I must go

niow ! Ilere is the money I brought. Ves,
you must take it! I am Rupert's sister,
remember  Are you to do all for him,
1 nothing? And—and—— Oh, I dan't
know how to savy it, bat T do care, and
I trust vou with all my heast!”

In another moment she was speeding
down the road. Courtney stood looking
after her, with a fecling that all life had
changed for him. '

I'rn

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
E, he, hat Didn't I tall you
fellows that if we tracked him
down wa zshould gee somethin
Harold Skinner.

“Well, we came far enough to sea it,
and we shall have our work cut out to got
goes!” grumbled Stott.

“And we'd better be jolly careful that
we dou't run into Cﬂurtnely on the way

sfy.

" Rats to Courtney ! Ho won't dara to
de anything! He'll try to think that we
didn't see the jammmiest part, Of course,
ing Valence's sister; but ho won’t be surs
that we saw him kissing her.”

“*And her kissing him! If was six of
ha, ha!" chuckled Stotk

“Then we aren's 1&(¢ing to Hﬂ%_ﬂn_‘r*
thing ahout it?" said Suoop, idney
on the prefect’s face.

“Oh, aron’t wet?” returned EBkinner.
“What do you think, my l.ulif;? I'm

Three Sples !

"H
worth seeing 7' chartle

back to tho scheol before the dinver-bell
buack 1 spid Snoop nervou
he'll know that we've conght him gpoon-
cna and half & dozen of the other! Ha,
Jarnes had taken alarm at the furious look
jolly well not going to keep anything like

this to myself! Courtpeys madoe me sit
up above ance. Now it's my turn ™

“Nica yarn for the Common-room!”
chimed in Stott, “Let's seo whether
they'll pull sur neses this time !

“*They will,"” said Bnoop gloomily, and
with conviction. And, indeed, it seomed
likely that Sidney James was night.

"'i!'urn off hore,” Skinner said. " 'We
il get back wnother way, and Courtney
will have cooled down a bit by after din-
ner. Though I fancy he may warm up
again when the tale gots about.”

“Bafer to keep dark about it,
tered Sioop.

“ Rot! ﬁ'hnt a chap sced on a public
road he may surely talk abouti™

“That's all very well, Bkinney, but we
:?Hm:‘ed Courtney up—you kinow we

wd [

“I know it all right. Dut how is any-
ono else to know it? Easy enough to
rool up & yarn about why we were out
hare. ™ .

They had no plimpse of Courtney on
tha way back witil they wera within
sight uf} the pates of Greyfriars, Then
they paw him wheeling his bike in.

““He didn't secorch so much petting
back as he did going!" remarked Skin-
ner, with a grin. * Put then, theve's only
dinner waiting for him this end—ond not

r1e

much of a dinner at that!

ks

Fomp—

THE BEST 4° LIBRARY ¥=~ THE " BOYS' FRIEND™ 49 LIBRARY, "N

“Much or little, I'm ready for minel™
eaid Stott.  And there gors tho bell|”

At dinner Sidoey James Snoop looked
distinetly gloomy. Hoe was by long odds
the biggest funk in the Hemove., Bunter
and Fmh were no heroes, and thore weare
i‘.-l-ant;r of things Shkinnor and Stott
eared. DBut Snoop was worse than any
of tham, and in this mattor he dreaded
both Courtney and the Remove.

But B8kinner and BStett were quite
ﬂhlgp}u They were every bit as gpiteful
46 Suooop, and scmewhsat less timid, and
they detosted all the prefects whe did
their duty.

Beforo the cold roast beef had given
plice to pudding there was a consider-
able amount of tittering going on at the
Reomove table, and many ggmmn waro
directed at (Enurtnnp, whore ho eat
among the Bixth.

He dud net appear to sea thom, Per-
haps he did net sce them. But ha waa
under no delusion as to what Bkinner &

would do. Decency was not to be

expected from these young blackguards.

o ‘i;ﬁ"hat’a the joke?" growled Johuny
ulk

The story had not yet got to the ears
of the Famﬁ::.'ruz Five, e

But Squiff had heard.

I ien’t a joke at oll,' he maid. I
like a joke as well as anyone, but this ia
cads’ goasip !

*“He, he, he! T think It's jolly fonn
myself 1 eonckled Billy Bunter,  * Wis
I o in Courtney'a boots, that's all.
I shouldn't have cared who saw me, not
a scrap.”

“Lucky for you you wercn't!" said
Peter Toad.

“ﬂh; veally, Toddy! What do you
meani’

“ Becausge any self-respecting pirl who
had bcen hiw«f by you woul Eutuully

look round for someone with good big
fect to pay vou baelk I

He, he, ha! T don't consider that
kicking is fair payment for kissing 1"
gurgled the Owl, who aecmod vartly
amused.

“Hut any girl who had been kizsed by
you wounld,” said Peter.

“Well, I haven't got a long noss to
get in the way, at H.noierqt.e. Ho put that
i JOUr pipe and smoke it, Toddy "

“*1 have other vees for my nose,
you, Bunter. And it is troo—
vou said it—thut you haven’s
nose.  Your nasal apology is merely a
lndierons and disguehng button 1™

“What's that about kissing " asked
Bob Cherry.

“Ch, it wasn't Marjorie, 5o H's no
huginess of yours, Cherey 1™

“I'l give you a hiding sfter dinner I
growled Bob angrily.

“He, ha, hel 1 eoppose 1t isn't my
fault 1f Courtne M

“If T hear any more of that absurd
eachinnation, Bonter, I ghall gond you
out of the room ! snapped Mr. Quﬂ-ﬂ-h,
from the head of the tablo.

Bunter subsided. To be sent out with
the second course still in the future was
too near tragedy for him.

But Fish trok up the tale.

“1 say, Wharton, thet galool Skinnez
EAYR—"

“1 don't want to hear what Skinner
says!” broke in ITarry.

“PBut he says—— Oh, Jerusalem
ericketa!  What are you lbacking a
chap's shinz. for. Delaray 7"

“Bherrap! Quelchy’s eye’s on you l”
higzed the Sonth African junior.

Everyone wasg curious, though some
had the deconcy to veil their coriosity.

After dinner a sinall erowd gathered
araund Skinner snd Stott, Snoop dis-
croetly vanishod.

“Come away, Bab!™  gaid Ilarvey

Wharton, taking Bob Cherry by the arm,

thank

ough
a long



Every Monday.

“We don't want to listen.
tulk 1"

“That's just what T don'tk mean fo let
thiern o if T can belp if,” replied Bob.

“Hear, hear !” paid Johnoy Bull, *In
my opinion thertys a lot too much
blether about the cights of free speech.
ﬁ#ﬂ‘;ﬂl chaps need shutting wp goed and
ard |7 ]

" The muzzlcfulness would he the good
and proper caper,” remarked Hurrge
Siogh. “Dut I am thinkfully of opinion
that it would savour of locking the stable
door after the pitcher had gone too often
to tho well, 43 your English proverh
yryae. "

“Why shouldn’t the bounders tell what
ﬂ‘ﬂ%&' aew 7" blustered Baolsover major.
“You chaps haven't any right to put
FOUL oars in. I want to hear, mnfu I

Tt the cads,

M You woull went to! spid Rquiff
disdainfully. “Youw're hike any dashed
old woman for gosaip, Dolsover I

*Wha-a-a-at? Say  that again!”
roarcd the bully of the Remove.

“I sany that you'rs like any dashed old
womah for gossip !" repeated the Corn-
stalk coolly.  * Do vou Want me to writo
#out? I'm willing."”

“He, he, he! Sguiff’s only brring to
draw a red herving ncross the feml[™
anggnrr:vd Billy Buuter.

eter Todd took the Owl by the car.

“Comae away, tubby !” he said. “You
haven't any morals, so they can’t bo cor-
rupted. Dut you're too inflamimable,
and I'm going to goe—-"

“"¥aroooh! Lemme be, Toddy! T've
28 good a right to hear about Courtney’s
klmni Valenee's sister ap——"="

;tw at’aﬂlfhab?” i

was Rupork cnco's voice that
Lroke in whb a bellow like that of an
angry bull,
he tall senior strode in among them,
hurling Russell one way and Kipps
rncther, and yanked Bunter ont of
Toddy’s graap. )

His faco was like the faco of & weath-
ful demon, but most of those who saw
could mako cxeuses for him, Tt was not
# pleasant thing for a fellow to hear at
best, and hearing it from Bunter, who
spoke of it with gloating, did not make
it more pleasant.

Valenco shook Dunter savagely, The
fat junter quivered like a jelly in his
angry gtip.

“Bay it again, if you daret Say it
agamn, and I'll throttle you!™ hissed the
Sixth-Former.

“1 should advize him not to say it
azain at that price ! remarked Delaroy.

“Bteady on, Volence! Buanter was
only repeating what he had heard from
other cads." said Wharton.

_"Eh? Who dares to say.— Ab, is
it you, Skinner?"

Biinner was struggling in the hold of
Bob Cherry and Jobnny Bull. He had
decided that abeence of body was the
best presenco of mind at this juncturo,
but Bob and Johnny had no notion of
letting him alink awasw.

Frank Nugent and‘r Tom Brown bad
collared Stott, hut Stott did not struggle.
Ha thought it better not to draw atten-
llr:prupInn hilp-seIL

“Bkinnor deesn't seem quite so ready
to tell his tale now a8 he was a little
whila ago ! anverod Vernon-Smith.

“MHand him  over!”  thundored
YValenes,
“Tawk here, Valenco, hadn't wou

better wait till vou're a bit cooler "

“None of your cheek, Wharton! I'll
thank yon to mind your own business !

“It's not my f[awlt, Valenee* mnt-
teredd  Bkiuner, m real terror. Y Wo
counldn’t help sesing it, you know, If
you don't lilkke it, you ought to got at
Courtney about it, oot at vs

“If I don't like it! Ob, you rotten
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f-:a'.mg cad! As if any {vllow-— PBut]
w's no good telking to you. Who was
with you?”

. “Stott and Sncop,” replied Bkinuer,
m trembling tones,

“So Bnoopy was thera ! murmured
Bulstrode.  “Just a3 well o koow
that I

“Is this true, Stott?" roaved Valence

"I don’t want to say snything albout
it,'" answered Stott sullenly.

*Rather o pity that you didn't come
to that framo of mind rn hour carlier ™
said Delarer,

“"A pity someonn didn't cut all the
rottera’ tattlin® tongues out, hegad!™
eaid Maunleverer.

“Where's Snocop ?" Jemancded Valenoa,

But no one knew where Snocop wos—
gxcept Sidney James himaelf. As a2
matter of fact, he had gone to earth in
a box-room.

“Where waa it #" was Valénce's next
question

He seemed determined to Loow all
about it. Some who heard thought that,
in s place, they would have couvidered
the less said the better.

But Valenee did not appear 1o be of
that mimd. Ho was too furicus to he
disoroet.

“In Welswick Tane,” rephivd Skinner,
“and that's all I mean to say. You
ean't got at me—-—-"

“And wou newdn’t, Velence,” raid
Bquiff. ‘' You can leave him to ua.  The
Hembye dossn't exactly love spies, you
know."

“Who says we were spring{™ hooted
Bhkinner,

“It's a Ho, whoever saws i mumbled
Stott.

“Of conrse 1t 187" eaid tho Boundwer
sarcastically. " Skinner, Stotd, an
Sacop, by gad! Could anyone tn his
genses helieve for a moment that three
stach lngh-minded youtha could bo spy-
iy 1

“A chap isn't to b condemned
because other fellowrs no better than he
13 take it for granted he's guilty,” saud
Skinner, with an ugly ook st the
Bounder. 71 defy anvono to prove that
wi followed Courtue

Clavering stopped k‘rwm’rl

“I don't carn about telling tales,"” La
anpd, Hushing, “but I know you did. E
wonldn't ey anyvthing, only ¥ think the
three of you are about the dirtiest set of
skunks I\Fevﬂr struck, ind it's up to me
tn speak

Valence had releaszed Skinmer now. He
booked round ot the faces of the crowd.

Skinuer & (o, ecemed to hava no
{ricnds there.  Even Bolsover major was
ggainat them.  Bolsover was not a
specially  high-minded youth, but e
drew the line somawhere,

“I'll leave the young cads to you
fellows,” satd Valeuce, with a very un-
plessant smile. "I've Courtney to tali:
to. Don’t let them off too casily, that's

elf!”

Ile strode away. Possibly he head
exaggernted the sympathy felt for hime
in the Remove, That Form’s aympathy
was almost entirely with Courtney, who
wia o general favourite, whersas faw
liked Yulence, The Bemove did not mind,
Courtney’s Rissing Valenee's sistor, and
gaw no particulay reagon why Valence's
aister should mind, though they coold
guite undoerstand that baving 1t talked
abwout wod not nice for Valence,

What the Remave objected to waa spr.
g and tatthing. It was less the telluy
of the story by Skinner & (Co. than the
mianner in which it was told and the
way it which it had been gob ’h:ad of
that angered every fellow there with a
sense of decenay,

“Well, Clavering 7' said Wharton.

1 wos in my study just aitor clasece
this morning, taking s imok down from
the shelf behind the door, when [ heard
Bnoop™s footstap In the passage,”” an-
swored the new boy. * He hed juet got
to the door when Stott hurried np and
snid: ' Come along, Snoopy! Skinner
anya thih Bounder haa just 3"

“I never said mnvthing of the zorl,
vour lying cad 1™ howled Stott.

“"You've forgotten, Stott,”  maid
Skinper. *'Dridu’t I ask you to hunt up
Bunoop and tell him to come aleng to
my study for a game because the Beunder
hod just gone ont i’

He told his lie with perfect coolness,

Tur Mauwer Lirgany.-- No. 520.



8 THE BEST 4° LIBRARY ®&~ THE "BOYS' FRIEND” 4" LIBRARY, "1

And Btott, recovering himself, backed
him up at once. ;
“8o you did!"” he said.
that to do with Courtoey ¥
Bome of those who hesrd weore half
aded, although they knew well how
Iitﬂe Harold Bkinner cared for the truth
at any ime, ;
Bui Vernoo-8mith epoiled the effect

roduced.
P Whare hed T started for, Skinner?”

ho asked.
“I dont know. Iow should I? T

" Buat what's

only know I saw you go,” replied the
mdy of the Remove, ehroggimg hie
shouldere.

“Well, T'm not & Ceorge Washing:
tan!™ said the Bounder sardonically.
“T've told & ljlood many lies, and I dore
eay I shall a good many more. o
it comes to a choice between me and
Bkinner, of us being quite capable
st & pinch of saying that which is not.
In this particular instance, though, I
haven't anything to gain by lying, and
Bhkinner has.”

“Then you weren't out, Smithy? I
know you wouldn't come with na le
footer practice,” said Harry Wharton.

“I went to my study directly after
classes. I came up the stairs fuet behind
Clavering. And I didn't stir from the
place till dinner,” replied the Dounder,
“Tf Skinner & Co. had their Little &
there they must have douned mantles of
invisibility. And it must have been a2
very short game to leave thein time to
get to Welswick Lane and back again !”

“That's enough ! growled
Johnny Bull

“No time to attend to the rotlters be.
fore clasees* Bob Cherry said. "If wo
look out when it comes to the dismiss
we can collar S8noop, too”

“I don't aee what we've dopne that you
ch&l:ra should make all this fusse about
it 1" whined Btolt

THE FOUHTH CHAPTER
A Row In the Sixih!
RUPERT VALENCE did not see

Courtney again il both éentered,

tha Sixth Form-reom that after-
noon.

Their seata wern not together, and in
the presence of the Head Valence had
no chonce to say anything until classes
wWere over,

As they came out, however, Courtney
felt & strong and not too friendly grip

n ArTH,

“7 want a word with you,"” spoke
Valence’s voico in his ear.

Two hours of thinking over thin
for ha had dooe precious [ittle work—had
not cooled Rupert Valence down. Im
fact, he wes more savage than ever,

Thera  were many freasons why be
ghould feel grateful to Courtney. But
gratitudo iz not a plant which thrives in
any soil. Valence had little of it, For
months past—though until hwif'hﬂ had
been going elow after hiz expulsion and
8 nent reinstatement—he had kept
aloof from his chum of former days.

“All night!” replied Courtney, in
rather & troubled voice. “I'Il come
along to your ﬂur{g i you like."

They went. And all the way Valence

kept his grip on the other senior’s arm.
Thera wae savagery in that grip. Court.
knew what it meant. ut he was

ne

nog ashamed of anything he had done,
and he ecertainly had no resson to fear
Valence. The situation had been made
ao awkward one by the three spive. But,
in any case, Courtney had meant to have

a talk with Valence, and he had not
expected that talk $0 be entirely
Pleasant.
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Valence closed the door and turned the
koy in the Jock when once thoy were
inside the study. He had to relesse
Courtney's arm to do that; but as he
turned again his hand went up as if he
meent to take the other senior by the
throat.

“HKeep your temper!" said TCourtne
sharply. "I don't want to quarrel wit
vou, Rupert, but there's a limit."”

"I'.l!‘hem is, and you've gone past it, by
Em ‘l‘l

“Will wvoa let me explain?” asked
Courtnoy quietls.

"I don't ses what poasible explanation
vou can give. Of courge, it's all very
well for you. No one thinks the woree
of a fellow for kisming s good-looking
irl. But what ghout t%a girl? Nice for

r to have her name bandied about by
avery fellow ot Greyimare, 1an’t 117 Vi
ought to be-—-—*"

“Not a_word ggaingt Vi! I can stand
wnything from youw but that, Rupert.
Don’t you  understand? We're not
childeon, Vi and I. We're young yet, I
know; but she's the only girl in the
world for me, and that won't change,
however long—or ghort—my life may be.
And now I know that ehe cares for me
as sumething more than a fricnd—we've
alwaya boen good friends, Viond I!"

Bomething of the fury went out of
Valence's fare. He was no child, either:
and he recognised the manhood that
spoke in Courtney.

“That's all very well,” he enid. 1
don't know what my people will say to

it. I den't know that T'm keen on it
myself, But I admit it maltes some dif-
ferenca. What 1 bar ia your meeting

lier on the sly, and being seen by those
voung rotters. We can’t explain to the
whole school that—oh, that it's the dead
stroight thing, and not merc¢ spoening !V

“I'm as angry about that as you can
be. And if I ind cut that it was not by
scrident they came ai?nqv.—"—" :

“ It wasn’t 1" struck in Valence grimly.
“PBut those voung cads don't matter.
| Wharton and the »est have undertaken
to attend to them, and I fancy they're
to be depended upon. It's too late to
scotch the yarn; but Bkinner and the
rest won't be in foo big a burry to dog
you again, [ should say.”

“ Yes, wa can depend upon Wharton,”
said Courtney. " There's one thing that
rmust e put etraight between you and
ma, though, Rupert. You talk of my
meeting Vi on the sly. That's not fair, to
her ar t0 me—not that I matter much.”

“You can't get out of it VWou don’t
mean to pretend that my people knew of
it, do yau "

“No, I den’t. But do they know gl
that Vi knowe—about yon, I mean 7"

The question staggered Valence. His
eves gleamed luridly, and 2 spot of red
Bamed in each of hisa cheeks ma he
sneeied : o .

"So you're mixing yourself up in my
affaire again?"

"You may call it that ¥ you like,"
answered Courtney quietly, *“ Dot what
could T do? You appealed to Vi for
help, without any thought of the gnef
it would cause her to know that you were
in such o hole”

“1 shall be in a dashed ﬁight wWorse

hole 1if don’t get help!™ snarled
Valenes. “As you koow so much yon
must ba aware of that., Buat I don't

thank Vi for telling vou!"

" Whom could she tell but me? Where
olaa could she look for help, as you re.
fused to make a clean breast of it at
homa 1

"Yonu know s well as I do that that
would Ba no use, zo don’t let's have eny
dashad cant about making a clean breast
lﬂf it! That's the worst of weu pious
chape, You can't look at things from a

man-of-the-world point of view. TYour
notion 18 that when a chap's kicked over
the traces he wants to confess.and repent:
Well, that's where vou're off 11 What
he wanta is to get out of the rotten hole
he's got inte without any confeesing and
repenting. The?‘ra the very things hae
bars most—eee !°

"1 gee, Rupert! I've no claim to ba
conelderod pious, and you know if, and [
haven’t any notion of preaching to you.
I dan’t ask you to do penance or to call
vourself & miserable einner: but I da
think it's a manlisr and straighter course
to face anger af home rather than drag
vour sister into it, and ask her to help
you oud,"

“Rot! I haven't droppged Vi into it!
I only asked her to lot me haove all the
<uah she could gerape together, and you
neegdn't think that trifle is going to geb
me out of thoe hole! IIut it wouid help
to stave the worst off for a bit, Then
ehe’s ro blessed inguisitive—-."

“"Hang 1t all, ﬂ',upert, only o mcan
mind could put it thol way ™
. Valenee  winced, recognisivg  tho
justice of the rkbuke, perhaps,

“Well, put it how you will, 1 had to
expiain things to her a bit, I didn't
want her to pass on the whole yarn to
vou, though.'

“"Dan't you think rou should have
eommo to me first ! asked Courtnoy.

“MNo, Why should 1Y

“We wore good chums in the old days,
Rupert, It's not my fault that we are
noe longer so.”

“"Your fault? Ob, no! Yeu're ones
of the faultless sort, Courtney. Ne ono
ought cver to think of blaming you for
anything. Buit thoueh 'm no saing,
I've my pride. And, though you're so
gencrouws amd forgiving, 1 Ellu‘-"i' dushed
well you must have hated the sight of me
ever sineo the Popper alfair. 1F I'd beon
tn your place 1 1henk I'd have lain for
the old hunks with &8 gun, and turned
it aMtorwards on the cod who let mo iy
for enduring his bruotality "

There waa  bitter solf.scorn  in
Valence's voice; but there was some-
thing less \‘F‘ﬂi‘tilj‘, toco. Ho had gone
near ta hate himaolf for that episode of
the past, but he had gono near to biting
Courtney alto. His pride was of tho
kind that could not bear to contemplate
the contirast between thom,

“It dsn’t true, Rupert! On
honoonr, it's pot! I won't say [ had no
feeling against you; but that soon

asged. What hos kept us spart sioce

as hean vour feeling, not mine.”

“Well, let 1t po at that,"” said Valence
gullonly, *“The fact remaius that wo
gren't chums, and never shall be ngain,
And wou've no more right to buit into
my troubles than Wingate or North or
Hammeraloy." :

“Y think T have. Anyway, my n.gl:.t
h{‘Finﬁ- when vou drag Vi into them.”

*0Oh, daeh 1t all, you're oot married
to the girl-~yat "’

Courtney Oushed at the coarse inso-
lenca of t epecch, But etill he kept
his tﬂmgm','thuugh not easily.

“Look  here, Rupert!  You told
Mawke that if he didn't act like a
rensonable perzon you'd cut the wholo
thing and onlist! td vou mean that?”

“MHow in the world did you come to
know what I told Hawke 1"

“Nevor mind thot, old man,  Hes
here, the thing can’t be done the way
you suggestad, 1t wouldn't ba deeont,
PEut if we can bring the roascal to torms
between us, why shouldn't we louve here
and onlist together 7 We're bip and old
and strong enough to take our places in
the ranks. And you might find out
there that thet it's possible for us to
be chums atill, in spite of all that
has passed !'

Arthnr Courtnoy epoke with real



enthusiceny, and in & bettor mood
Velence might have roaponded.

But it woas evident at onco that he
would not respond, His lip ourled in &
sncor na he said:

*You've fixed that nice little schome
up with Vi, of cowrso?  Just like the
remantic notions of a silly girl and a
fellow who's nss enough to think he's
anchored himsolf [or life at cighteon!
Vou'd never make a soldier, Courtney !
There's only one job for you—a
parson’s ! :

“I can atand your insults, Valence;
but I'm fod wp with your rotien encars

at jyour pister is worth ten
thousand of you i"

“In your eyes, I dare say. Bub nover
mind {’:i. EI:TQ hasn't much to do with

this affair, and she'll have preocious little
to do with you in future, 1f [ have my
way ! How did you know that I spoke
tﬂ%&wke of joining the Army?’

“Tha fellow told me o himsel,

“What " ; .

“He told me so himaelf. I think I

ka plainly, Valonca !’
’PH?QE m.:!a::; to say that
him 7™ gesped Valence, a
with rage. ) .

“It was my duty te go, I consider.”

“Your duty—to me? Pah! What is
there betweon ua that yeu should owe
any duty 1o mel” .

Not to vou, To VLY

“Keop Vi out of this, or—
. "] wish I .could! it's through you
that she has boon drag into 1t—
through your weak oowardice I

Arthur Courtney had warmod up now.
Hins prticnce was at an end. ]

He might bave been wrong in
approaching Fawke, but he felt Lhat
Y}”lle::-:a had beon far more utterly
wrong in his selfish appeal to Vi,

Wil me & cowsrd, do youl Take
that!"'

Bupert Volenes's fiat shot out.

In spite of the warning words, Court-
noy was not prepared for a blow, The
blow was, in fuct, delivered even as ihe
worda were spoken, i

It took Courtney right under the chin,
and bhe <reshed huckwards, his head
striking the fender,

For a momont he lay thers, unable to
risa, half insensible, 4

Vulenoe didt not offer him a hand.
Ha stood glaring down at him,

ou'va boan to
{moat choking

#

Courtney stopgerod to his foot wibh]

difficulty. .

“Put wour hands up!” hoe said
hoarsely. “That was a foul blow !"

“Biop!  You're bleeding, man!”
gniied Valence, taken abock now,

e other senier put up bia hand to
his head. It eame awany with blood
upon it. Ile atood » second or two,
storing at it in o hall.dazed way.

“I'm sorry "' said Valenoe awlkwardly
“I never mennt to de that! Bub you
goaded me to it!" )

Ptk your hands uwp again!" gaid
Courtney doggedly,

Y1 tell yor you're not Rt man !

“That's my leck-cut, I'ut your bandsy
up, or take a thrashing!"

If vou will have it, thon—="" howlead
Yalenoe, and he eprang at Courtoey lLike
a tiger.

He wos surprised at the reception he
met.  Courtney was hurt and shaken.
but he still carried too many guns for
Valence., Only Coorgas Wingate knew
st how En-;rcf Caartiney was; he kpew
what that straight vight-havd puneh of
his meunt, Thov oftan boxed logather,
but Courtney seldom put on the plove:
with anvone clso. .

Vulence took that right-hand punch
now, and it sent him sprawiling on the
table, feching sick and piddy.  DBut he
came on aguin, only to stegpor back
onee more. spinhing round tiﬁ the wall

atopped him,

]
!
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“J gay, what's the row in lers?”
soundod Wingate's voice from outside.

“MNo conoerm of yours!" pantad
Valenea savagaly.

“You're tﬁem, Courtney, I know.
What's up? You can't fight in thoro
like two fapgs, vou know."

“He's right, Valenco. There's been
enough of 1t," paid Courtney.

Ho stroda over to the door. Valence

Em'a & hali-intelligible growl of protest,
ut did not strive to stop him,

““Arthur! Why, you'ro bloeding, old
ehap "' suid Wingate, closing the door
behind him es he entered.

“It's of np consequence,” Courtney
answersd. "My head struck something,
that's all,”

Winpate looked gravely at Valence's
bruised ayd savage face.

“I nead hardly ngk who started it,” he
said. “Courtney’s no hrawler”

of

“Oh, Courtney's nok guilty,
ree !" encorod Valemee, " At loast,
c's only guilty of getting my aister
tulked about all over Greyiriars! That's
nothing! If it had been a sister of
ours,  Wingate, tho [et would bave
been in the fira. But 1 cught to think
it a dashed honour, I supposs? Well, I
don't; and I warn tthey here and
now that I'll make him sorry for him-
salf if he interferes in my affairs again!
As for ray sister, he shall never sst ayos
on _her in future if I can help it 1"
Courtnoy staggered, and his face
turned deathly pale. The out on his
heand was & more severe one than he

“Come along, old follow!"
Wingate very gently, and he took his
chum by the sarm as he spoke, “[ don’t
want to inguire into tho rights and
wrongs of thinga for I'm ocertain that
gou'ro .not the man to do anything
shameful,”

Courtnoy went, walking with difficolty,
for his head awam.

Valonce drop into & chair, his
f+en in his hands. He was ashamed of
himaolf ; ho was half crazy with fear:
yet he was not repentant, His was one
of those stubborm natures to  which
nothing short of tragedy brings real
ropentance,

‘had realiecd.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nissing !

ITERE'S Akinnar*'"
The stentorian voice of BRob
Charry  boomed along  the

PARELNEE.

But the question which Bob asked was
aot ona that could be answered by any
wha heard,

Somehow or othor Skinner and Stots
and Sncop—when Bob Cherry inguired
for Skinmer he meant all three~had
shppod out of the Remove Form-roowm
vhoad of the rest, and had vanished. Thes
could not have vanished ints thin apace.
Az Delarey remarked, that was too much
to hopa for, as it would mean that they
wore not expected to return. DBut they
"!Ippeare‘*d to have gone out of gates, aa
Tom Brown, always practical, reported
their bikea absent from the shed

They atole in just before tea, took that
mes! in Hall, and vaniehed agoin. But
they might have spared thomsolves the
trouble on this ceccnsion.  For it Lad
been resolved to give them a Form trial
in Jormitory.

If Courtoe been & less popular
feliow M’l-hi'l:‘l.y hﬁlduch would hﬂuﬂnﬁm
said. Gertnin?y the Remove would unot
have troubled ahout a Form trial if
Skinner & Co. had rcported eecing Loder
st Carne or Valence gpooning. DBut 1t
was ancther matter when Courtuey was
concerned, o Famous Five and
gome of the other fellows who happoned

gonid |

Cherry, opening his eyes widely.

One Penny. T

to kuow Violent Valencs wera honestly
indignant.

Before bed-time the story of the fight
between Courtney sud Valence was
going tha rounds,

Loder had atarted it, though it might
have heen difficult to bring home to him
the charge of having done so. Wingate
had said ne word to anyone, not even to
[}W;'nna. who was his chum, and Court-
noy's, too; and naturally Velence and
Courines had not ta.LL:m{. But Gerald
Loder, who had heard the sounds of the
combat, and had peeped out of hia door
to see Courtney led away, bleeding and
half-dazed, by Wingate, was not the fel.
low to keep dark such a choice bit of
soandal as & fight with hare Ssta between
two fellows of his own Form.

Valence had had the best of it, so it
was sald, Bub tho sympathics of the
great  majority wore with Courtney,
whether victor or vietim.

*Courtney's not tho spooning eort,”
said Harry Wharton, " The yarn those
cads tell may be true. 1 dare suy it is.
In & way it's not news, We all knew he
was fond of Valenoo's sister. And he
ian't o kid. He means 6. Valence is
an a3 to quarrel with him, and a bigger
885 to go round raging about .

“You speak like an oracle, r-
ton !" eoid Squiff,
*Like a8 sonsible chap!” growled

Johony Bull, “I’ve no use for upm:m,}
assee. But Courtney's all right.
kunow that.”

“Now, I wonder," said Frank Nu-

eat, * whether Courtnoy’s going to the

O Eu?'s had anything to do with
Valence ¥

“Might have had, tee," said ‘f%tﬁ
Courinoy stood by that rotter befors in
a way that no other fcllow ever born
would have dono, and ho might he
doing it again,”

“ Valence's particular vanity sin’t pub-
hsunting &> much as poaching,” ro-
marked Squilf thoughtfully. "ﬁ'ut he's
q!ult:n cnough of an all-round rolfer for
that to be posa. If I were Courtnoy, I'd
ot him sink or ewim by himsell this time,
though.” .

“It'a becamso of his sister, if he's doing
it," enid Whartan.

Nobody answered that, If anyone
there understood how Courtney  felt,
Harry Wharton might be expeoted to,
He had dere much and borne much for
Pater Harzeldens, and alt that ho had
done and berne had been for the sake of
Hozel'a sister,

Skinner & Co. did not enjoy the hour
of prep. Clavering bhad not & word to
gy to Btott and Bnoop; but the Bounder
talked to Skinner. It wae not talk that
ghirner approciated, for 16 was chiclly
abpout the things that woere going to
happen to him and his fellow.apies when
they went up to bed.

They were in something like s state of
anic by that time. During the interval

tveen prop and bed-time gﬂéﬁhﬂﬂi taken
shelter i the bhox-reem. Billy Bunter
nosing round, haed {ound them there, and
had virtaously reporied his find to the
Famous Five, The reward of virtue in
thia partienlar inatance wos o bumping.
Bunber thought it most unfair.

MNolbwody epoks te tho threa when they
slunk into the dormitory. But Bolsovor
major ecowled at them, and Vernon-
Smith grinned sardonically, Ewven fel-
lows like Trevor and Treluce and Ellioth,
generally to ba found on the wrong side
whoen they declared themselves ot all, bad
not 8 word to say for the apies.

Skinver and Stott and Snoop could not
understand it. They bad done far worse
things—from th-ir point of view—with-
out mecurring the general condemnation
of the Form to anything like this extent,
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North cante along to put out lghts,
After lie had gone there was a brief in-
torval of eilence in the dormitory, It
wag best not to be in too big a hurry at
such tmes, A prefect might blow in
agrin,

But in about ten minuies the Bonnder
gald sharply :

“Time vou eame up to the seratch,
Skinner ! Shin out "

There was no reply.

'The Boundor himgelf got out of bed.
Ho flashed an electric torch dipon Ekin-
ner's bed.

Skinner's bed was empty [ _

“Btott’s done a bunk " said Ogilvy
at the snme moment. _

“ 3o has Bncopl” announced Squiff.

Mo one had heard the three go. They
must have been very caufious and silent.
And they had wasted no time.

“Loaks almost as if they didn't want
to be tried,” snid Delarey.

“I1% doesn"t matter much what they
want,” gaid Johnny Bull. *They may
put it off a fittle, but they've got to go
through it

“Se shall have to find them first,
though,” Peter Todd said.

That could not be denied,

“ Wonder whether they've
hunk "' waid Haoreldepe,

donog &

“Not likely! They haven't  the
ﬁfk!" aoswered Dick Nuseell scorn-
iHiy.

*1 dop’t think ronning away i3 very }

plucky,” said Harry Wharton, ns he
thrust Liz lega through his trousers,

“ Mot 50 sure ! said Hazcl moodily.

Wharton was nob the only one who was
dregsing, At least a dozen were alse
doning the garments so lately doffed.
1i the trie who were wantod meent to
slude ecareh they would have to find
some new lidmg-place, for the search was
bound to be thorough.

The box-room was tried first, and
drawn black. Vernon-8mith, Bquiff,
and Delarey went down to tha study
floor, while the Famous Iive, Tom
Brown, Poter Todd, and Mark Linle
made furthor investigations above -
sovor major, akruck h;,- a bright idea--an
whusunl oceurrence with him—insisted on
going down to the Form-rooma, and
Ugivy and Russell went with him.

The three wera not in the studies. They
were not, as Far as search could make
certain, on the dermitory Beor,

Buat Bolsover's notion turned out to
hiave something in it.

“ Where's the other rotter 7 demanded-
Pm:{ Bolsover roughly

“We don't know anything about him,"
roplied Stolt. “Look here! Just you
leave us alone, Bolsover! If we sing out
rou'll get in the merry dickens of &
Tow!"’

“Who cares? We don't!” growled
the bully of the Remove. “*Not eo sure
ebout you two,  You're funks. Look
slippy, now ! If you don’t go on your
feet we'll carry you !

B and Stott went meekly, R
iime they and their captors reached the
Reomove dormitory t rest of the
srarchers had returied—without Skinner.

* Mow, just you worms tell us whera
Skinper's hidden hiraelf, or we'll make
it hot for you!"™ said DBolsover threut-

the

mﬁngl‘ly.

Bolsover elways enjoyed anything of
tlhis sort. It gave him o fair excuze for
the methods of hectoring that snited him,
Whether e woas quite a3 indignant as
some of the other avenpgers at the crime
of which the spies bad been gurty was &
doubtful point. And whether he parti-
vularly wanted Skiuner to be found was
spgother.  Bolsover did remember now

and then that once on a time Bkinner
Tre Mcxer Lisrary.-—-No. 520,

had duene something for which he had }

cauge to feel grateful,

“j—— ©h, look heret 1'1 tell you aif
vou let me off " burtled Speoop.

HEhut up, ou snesk!”™ suid Stolt
savagely,

“Pounk! ©Oh, wvou funk, Bnoopy!"
hooted Billy Bunter.

“I den't eare what you eall me. Tt
wasn't really my fucit thet I was in tlng
affair. at sd{" said Sneo su"ené{r ik
didn't want to be, and [ teld Bkinner
that it would bo best to keep it daric"

*You ¢an eay all that when 1t comes to
the trial,” Beb Cherry said Impatiently.
“The guestion you've got to answer now
13, where's Bkinner ™

“1 believe he's run awoy "

“Don't take any notice of him. 1
don’t believe anything of the sort " eaid
Stott.

“YWell, that's what he serxd be was

going to do. You know ha did, Stott !

*“VYoa, That's one reason why I don't
Leliove it, Skinney ain't the best hand
at telling the troth that I know.”

“Well, he's gone out. I know that
minch,” 8n persiebed,
“How did he go?” asked Johnny Bull.

“ By the box-room window, 1 suppose.”

A didn't, then! We were in there
only a few minutes agd, and the window
wita fastened.”

=

“Perhinps one of these two shut it after,
him," sug a‘ted_Etpga.

"tw-n didn't., DBut he's gone. I expect
he's slipped out since you wero thers,”
Hnoop said, 1 know he was going to
his study firet to get some of his things.”

*Oh, shut ap!™ sparled Stott. * You
know jolly well you don’t believe o word
of ofl that, if ha did say so1”

“But did he say soi” asked Frank
MNuogont,

“IF'm not going to tell you anything,”
answered Stott stubbornly.

“I'l trot nl;r:}g to the box-roem and
see,” volunteersd Pob Charry.

He came back in a minute or {wo.

“Boems oz if there's something.in it,”
he sxid. " Someone's gone out since we
were there, The window's unlatched

now '

“Three, muflled cheers!]”  said  the
Bounder. " Cheer in -a whisper, you
chap:! Bkinner's done a bunk1 Nothing
botter ever happened for Gm;rf inrs "

“Oh, he'll come back!” growled
Jolinny Buall, "1 suppose we can't very
well ro on with the trial of thess Lwo
rolters withont himit"

“1 don't see how,"” replicd Wharton,
“Ekinner was leader, thot's pretty cer-
tzin, as Stott and Snoop wera the others
concerned., DBut my notion is that he'il
#link back as econ ns he thinks we are
asleep. He moy be hiding in the woaod-

now, I vote that some of us go
and wait for him in the box.-room ™

“faood notion!” esid the Bounder.
“Aeanwhile, theze two can sit on the

¢ Qoor and waik, too" .

[— —
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“ 0, let the mmi?s get back to bed!”
Whartan said.  *'Ne, don’t you come,
Smithy! You aren't too fit yet. Bob—""

HWa. five will go,” said Johnny Ball
doecidedly.

And it was the Famous Five who went
tg watch for Skinner’s return. Inky
made no objection, in spite 8f the cold;
and none of the others thought of the
cold at all

il

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Skinner, After All I
RTHUIR COURTNEY had told
Wingate thot he would rather be
glone, and the skipper had laft
) hm;d in  his an;: Bt“djl{i uftﬁa:
sponging and strappmg iho wound at the
back of iis head.

George Wingate's hands did théir work
very gently and very deftly, and ho did
not uek & single question, He was a real
churm, Courtney felt,

But .Winii-_nte did not go without learn-
ing roore of the trouble.

1 suppose you've heard the t:{am
that's guug vound 2" Courtney asked.

"Yes, But don't tell me anything upe
less lj'ﬂu choose, old man!™

“1'd rather. You will understand,
anyway. BSkinner and Stott and Snoop
came upon nie with Violet Valence—

they'd dogged me, I'm pretty cortain,
though 1 can't ul?nk why, ou know
bow thiugs are with me, Win. But wo

didn't meet because of that—I mean, I
nudn't asked her to meet me on the sly.
It was something elsa.”

“Oh, I know! That idict Valence has
been getting into irouble again, 'W%J'l-
Hﬁrﬂ abont 1t have come to me, er

oesn't exactly love Valence, though they
4fe birds of a feather, and Loder hsas a
poisonous tongue,”

“Tion't think of Valence as Loder's
sort, George! He 1sn’t that.”

“Hea'a not worth the trouble you take
over him, Arthur! Let him seramble out
of the bole himeelf, f he can! If ho
can't, and comes a quucker, I sha'n't pity
him. He cares nothine shout the good
name of the l. Let him rip}”

“ HKut thera's YVil"

“Yes, 1 know that. Pity such a top.

ing girl ever had such a- rotter of a

rother, I say! But it does make a
difference, I admit. ¥ou really care for
the &ﬂ, old mani*

“Can you doubt it? I care more for
her than for all the rest of the world,
Win "

*Then there’s no more to be aaid, ¥
know. You think it's up to you, and
I'm not der.l%'ing it. Te thore any way I
can halp? wouldn't etir a finger for
Valence, but I'd do my best for his
wister, And there's nothing I wouldn't
do for you, Arthnri"

It was not George Wingate's way to
express his feelings so plainly as that.
Hiz rugged face reddened sz he spoke,

.But later he was glad—very glad in the

midet of a great sorrow—that he had
spoken. those words.  Courtney might
have understood without them, for so
loval and penerous a friend as ho alwavs
knows what friend=hip means. Yet it
was woell they should have been sard.

“TU ask you if thera is anythiog, old
chap, But.li don't see FOU C0U
help now,” aad Courtney, “*Valencs
resents my interference, and he would be
madder than ever if he thought I had
talked him over with you.”

“Right-ho! Only come to me if
there'zs anything to done, And don't
troukle nbﬂuti‘:i a!m:;e’n {Eﬁl.i“gﬂi:- or Cx-

t any grabitude from him for any-
ﬁﬂang Yo ﬁo You won't got it 1™ ¢

With that Wingate went, and Court-

sat by the fhre alone. thinking—

;lheﬁlking hard.



Every Monday.

For all the trouble he had faccd, and
must et face, hiz thoughis wera not
wholly =ad.

How could that be while Vi Valence’s
fair face floated before his mental vision ?

That day had marked an epoch jin
Arthur Courtney's life. Ho felt as
though Greyfriars and schooldays be-
longed to the past. And he hoped yot to
be able to carry out the plan he had
talked over with Vi—lhwoped that he and
her brother might yet come to real, en-
during  friends rl: where  friendship
gountz for =o much. Over theve, where
manhood is préven, Rupert Valence
mjght. yvel wipe ont t‘Lr- stains upon him,
and prove himself a man.

Somebody tapped at the door.

" Come in 1Y said Courtney,

It was Nugent minor 'nilﬂ appeared,
boking very serious, It waa. not the
usual . way of the volatile Dicky to look
serious.  But the Hecond %L‘IWFEUL
though despising anything in the rature
of gpocmang, were for Courtnev.,  Aund
Dikky felt just then that a grin woukl
have been out of place.

“MNote for you, Couriney ! he sand,

He thrust a none too clean envelape
into the prefect’s hands.

“A loafar hrought it,™ said Theky.
“Gatty and Myors and me~I, 1 mean—
wore at the pates. One of those chaps
who hang round the Cross Kexs, he waa,
1 told Gatcy aud Myera not to say a word
to a blessed soul
Conrtney. ™

“Thanks, kid'!
thinking that I want you—--

“0h, 1 know, Courthney!
that sort. Look here, vou know, it'e all
very well—Valence's eister is o jolly mice
girl—but——d’

“That's enough, young Nugent !”

There was more than a suspicton of

but Dicky did

smap in Courtney’s tonc,
not resend i

Y1 suppuose I oughin’® to have saud any-

ing about the girl,” he told himself
as¢ he went downstoirs., **Chape are no
end touehy when - they're in love,
Shouldo't wonder if T might be myself,
But. she really is a spiffing girl, though
sho has a cad of a brother H::trﬁe d
Coartney won't get mixed up with that
Lro oys gang through him, He's
jolly innocent for a chap of his age, and
they'd do him down, for a cert. He'd
think it cheek if 1 offered him o bit of
advice. But I bet T Enow more about
that sort of thing than he docs, though I
ain't particularly proud of it.”

Courtney opened the dirty note as goon
a3 Nugent minor had gone.

It was from Jorry Hawe, ss he ex-
pected ; and, in apite of Dicky's notions
about his innocence, Courtney was shrewd
enough to gucss that the blackguard had
been making inquiries -about “him, and
had come to the conclusion that it was
worth while being ¢ivil.

He had not been at ail civil at their
earlier interview. But it was likcly
enough that he bhad learned since then
that Uourtney’s unele was a rich man,
and that Courtney was his heir, Lots of
people knew that, and fellows of Hawke's
type had thelr own ways of finding out
such thiugﬂ-.

Hawke addressed him as “ Deer Mr.
Cortney,” and asked for another intes-
view, ¢ suggested helf-past ten ae a
suitable time, and the CUross Keys as a
suitable place,

Courtney liked neither #ime nor place.
But he had no heeitation as to what he
should do.

He must go, of course. If anything
gould be done for Rupert Valence, it
must be done—for Vi's sake!

He saw no one and spoke to no one
during the vest of the evening. When
lie was starting out he fonnd that he had
mislaid or lost the key to the emall side-

But don't you go

ir

You anrt!
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They won't eplit, | § il

QOne Penny.

r “Good-bye!" (See ﬂfiupfer 10.) I

ate. Each of tho prefects had one of

ese keye, but it was very seldemn Court-
ney used his.

it did not matter much, he thought.
He could easily get out by the box-room
window and the leads—the woy known
to him of old, as a junior.

By that way he weht, not quite liking
it, but preferring it to esking the loan
of a key from any of his colleagues.

From a door clnse to that of his study
Harold Skinner watched him go. 'The
fact that the prefect had on coat and cap
showed the erafty Removite that he wag
likely to be away some time. And that
just suited Skinner.

The cad of the Hamove had never had
the least intention of running away. He
had told Btott and Bnoop that the onc
way to get the dormitory triul postponed
waa for one or more of them to be
sparched for in vain, They could not all
hide successfully, he eaid; but one of
them could manege it all right, and that
would serve the purpose of the others,

Tu Snocp he said eomething about run-
ning away, guessing that Baocop would
let it out, Stott's loyalty wus not a very
eertain guantity; but thare was nothing

doubtfn] about the loyalty of Sidney.

Fames Snoop. e did not know the
menning of the word! ]

Skinner had etolen down to the Bixth
Form passage, while his cronies had gone
olzewhere., Carne's study was empty, ita
occupant being-with Loder and Walker
‘Phere Bkinner had hidden himsclt.

But it was no very seeure refuge.
Curne maght retarn at any moment, o
Skinner was glad to shift his guartess to
Courtney’s study.

Ile wrapped himself up in an old

to bed under the.table. The fire was
burning quite nicely, and the fact that
the floor was harder l{mn his bed in the
Remove dormitory did not trouble Skin-

Snoup end Stott in their

avercoat of the prefect’s, and put himself:

ner, Tf he were there he would not be
in bed, and hoe did not mean to return
there until there was a fair chance that
everyone should be asleep,

W 1E|t-—|} anything—happenad to Btols
and Bnoop in the meantinle was not his
concern.

_Bkinmer foll asleep in a very fow
minutee. The sleep of tho just is merely
a phrase; the unjust often elerp nuite
as well,

Courtney had gone on his unpleazang
mission. The Famous Five waited i the
box-room for the return of Skinner, who
had pot gone out, Amd the three who
were to be tried for spying all slept=—
beds: Bkinner,
as soundly as thery, lﬁ]’ldﬂ’ the table in
Arthur Courtney's study.

*“Wn mi;ght. just ae well have waited in
the dorm,” eaid Frank Nugent, shiver-
M.

“T am thinkfully of the ﬁ{;ihinn of my
honourable chum,” purred IHurrce Singh,
doing likewise

“Well, we should have dozed off
there,” gmid Johnny Bull

“There ain't any blessed cliance of
doing that here!" eaid Bob. **1 ray,
Tuky, you'd better eut back to bed.  And
Frm:'ﬁ:, too. We ghall have you hoth lajd
Ep,t and a nice sort of thing that wiil

E ip

“If yon can stand it, ¥ suppose T can,
Bob!" gnewered Frank icritably.

“Not g0 sure, my tulip! Hallo, halle,
Lallo!  SBomeone's cormug!  Gob your
clectric toveh ready, Havry ¥

Someonce was coming.  Aguinst the
darkness of the window eomething et
darker showed, bloiting out the faint
starlight,

They had kept a longish vigil, but it
was over at last, Not one of the five had
any doubt that in another minute or so
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otomve Skinoer would be in thew
they stood sillemt in the dackness

¥

3

B o o Tl P,
n.
‘I'illunn‘al they wmndwu 1 :um ki,
ahort, sharp

B

gave B ! sound of enr-
. csught hw foet in somothing, and

2

Hitle aboui mnch things; he could play
upon her affection. gt ha know that
Arthar Courlney’s clear asight was not
to be thus doceived, If Courtney wea
suffered ter know anything, he would soon
knew svorything, and booause of that he
mist not bo allowed to help,

What was to ba done ?

Hawkeo's demands wero suoh as could

The light of the electrio torch Aashed. |no¥ be met.  Wi's pittande, all that
“My hat! It's Courtney!” oned|Courtney himself could raise the aid
N s el . | e e Tt i B} :
rogt fairly & surprize. | w ightly in the balapes,
Wharton gﬂlg ﬂnh::;rmr & hand to belp C‘guhrtutey Emrﬂ- gave another thought
him rise. to tho Famoens Five after they wore onco

“ What are you juniors doing hevo "

ad the feoh.
- Egn Loder or Carns, Walkar

" Had it
or Valence, thers would have bein a

ready and ﬂ“ih casy retort, A fuestion
of t sert hardly cmme well from a
fellow who hod quite obviously been out

on some socret errand.
But it was Courtney !
That made all the differepnos
Thoy beligved in Courtney, The -toz
f bis having been seen comipg oot ¢
Oroné Keys had pot shaken their
Eith. And this did not sheke it. Ne
gher testimony than that to the life
Arlihur Courtney had led at Greyfriars
oould have been asked for. _
h‘i'hag haﬂi tm:lrﬁ.t known hil} thmsrthmg
straight gnd genercus, and they wereo
Dot guing: to beliove him anything elso

now, .
Bo they stood befors him mimost
fon ied, for he had atill the prefact's
suthority ever them.
Tt was Wharton who spolee. .
"We wero looking for a fellow in our
¥orm,” bo said. And ig his eyes thers
was o nmute appeal to Uouriney not to
for the fellow's name.
Horry never know whether Courtney
underataod it. All that was surd woa
thaot he did not ask, ;
“Get back to bad I he said sharply.
He did not explain by as much as a
word his own position. .
They went. Courtnoy acoomprnied
them along the passage, but did not even
turn hiz head when they filed in at the
dormitery door.
“It's gueer!
hod a o shock that nothio
after It matters,” whispored

Harry.

coning
rank o

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Skinner Heard !

RANK NUGENT was cight!
Courtney had hed B shock—an
awful shock,
He hed known that
Velenco was not straight, but he
niever suspected
g4 thia.

The whole world had seomed to be
regling when he learned tho touth from
Jﬂﬂ Haﬁﬁ' ; 1

por enod g forger

It wnu?d break 'F?'a heoart, ho {olt,

Yet it was true. Courtney had plenty
of shrewdness, though he lacked oz-
perience In the ways of rascaldom. He
would not have accepted that story on
Hawke's baro word,

re was ovidencs cnough, He had
secn the cheque, Nothing ¢ould be more
oertain than that it bad pover
drawn by Mr. Valence. As Courtney
was well aware, Valénce had been ready
to do enything rather than huve the
ople ot homs know of the hela into
which he had fallen,

And Hawks had never bolisved it any-
thinpg but a forgery. Not for & moment
had bo been deceivad,

Littla wonder that Velenoa had
gesonted Courtgey's inforference!

Ho could decmve Vi, who knew 2o
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t
: ad
anything guite as black

He'a liko a fellow who's'

4

|

1he

t is the beat, Arthur, do you thi

out of hia sight,

More than evor he folt now that the
end of his long, good time at Gregiriars
hod come, ?\E had becen a godd time
and as dearly as ever he loved the old
school. He would suffer much rather
than disgraco should fall upon ik, But
even for Greyfriars he did not care a3
oared for Vi.

“1 must seg him! I ocan't go to bad
leaving it like this!™ he muttered,

ng up sod down his stady.

Either his mubtering or his footateps
awoke Bkinner, But r lay quite
still unde# the table.

' Boy 'nltly woT) is up! he
told himself. *°I dop’t know that I want
tuhurnbdntit,htiitlbnhnﬁlifI
) have %to. And, efter all, you

nover know what may bo useful,

Tha door-knob furned sh-:rplﬁ, and,
peering from under tho tabla, Bkinner
paw that Courtnay had gona cut of the

Todim.

Heo hesitatod whother to stay whero he
was or to osttempt to escape.

It would bo safer to etay longer; also
he wanted to hear anything that might
be said. On the whole, it seemed to hifn
bost to stay ek s,

Footatops soun in the pass

ﬂcru:tmf; and Valence onbered

room together,

Skinner curled himeclf well up, and
opaned his ears widely =
“1 don't care fo discuss it with you at
all 1" wers tho first worda he heard.

* Rupert, you must! For Vi's sake—
for your ‘s—for your ownl”

“Ywook here, what have you been
!arrutitlg aﬂ!pli ﬁmdd -Wmham

olight you ay the apy, ay !

"‘(Jj?'l:.‘ljiir what you like—though you
know woll onough it was not BDY g 1
know all thero is to know, I think, Any-
way, it secms impossible that anything
worge should romain behind 1

Therse was bitterness in that specch;
but, n‘lf the same, thoro was the true

irit of unselfish friendship In it

inner, hearing, quite understood that
the speaker metnt to stand by Vulence.

Dln:i)u?ahm}a understand that? It
hardly ssemed like it. ]

“And now, I supposs, you intend to
give ma away !’ he said. .

“T intend to get you out of this mess
if it’'s any way to be dons!” ]

“You don't mean if, Arthur! Yoeu
can’t—""

“T monn it] There*s nothing I won't
do—in henour! But I don't sce & way

Etlil
Y If I could pet that thing from
Hawkoe—-"

“MNo good thinking of thatt Ha wil
hanF on to it for all he's worth! And
youre badly encugh dipped already,
without trying saything atill mors
desperate i

“MNeot 8o sure of that? The bold

the

AT
he
knows—" :

Valence paused. .

There waa bittorncss in Courtney's
volco again as bhe finished the sentence
for him.

“That the cheque was forged? I am
certain he does! It is on that fact ho

i banlong, Ji%% not merely disgraoe
hero he threatena you with; it’'s heavies
disgrace in the world oulaside. Bad
enough for a fellow to met the sack from
his school; b aaters dack for
things that judges dea’t pend lellows to
prizon fori" 5

Under the tabls Skinner drew a long,
deep breath, and trembled with eheer
axcitement, .

Here was news mdeed?
* S cally shocked, but

inner was not r shocked, Du

he' was no end kean to hear more, Not
that he had then any scheme for turning
the affair to his own ndﬂantnqg. It was,
as he might have put it, “'a bit too hot
for that.

“¥You're rough on me, old mant"

Even to 3kinner, who wonld whine on
occasion, that scemed e cowardly whine,

Courtney must have thought it so; but
when be spcke again lus voice wes
E““;l“‘

m

Yulenca was

ity putting it straight. It scems
to me that you've never looked [facts
in the face at all. You wave Hawke that
cheque to stave him off for a time; and
you never thought that tho very fact of
its being post-dsted would make him
suspicious. If he hpd presented it for
payment—and s no law ngoinst
purlng-in such & chegue; the law doesn't
recognise pust-dated cheques— i ho
prasented 1t for ment FOu Wern
ruined gt onco.  If he didn’t, but hung
on to it—well, he chose his own time
for  ruining_ yo t was the
diference! He reckons that rou are in
his %rm. body and senl 1™ _

170 show him] I'l show him1"
hissad Vilence. * Courtney, F'd kill the
brute befare this should ceme cut!”

Don't talk such roti®

“I'll have that cheque back ! If I hava

t}; hl}llz;ula the place for it T'll have it

“ Rot, sgain! Hawke will take good
caro of iti

Valence buried his face in hin hands,
and 8kinner heard tho sound of schbing.

“What am I o do? What can [ do?”

“1 don't know. I'm trying to think.
But I couldn't go to bed without scein
g:u, aad letting you know that I wi

ip all T can. Money docen’t soem
muoch use; all we can offer Hawke
would anly ba a sop to his greed. There
may be some other wa ofgdﬂ.aling with
him; but this sort of t{ti.ng is clean out
of my line, and I can't think of any
way yot, Clear off now, Rupert, and
sleep—if vou cafu! I ean’t, though
gocdneas knows I'm weary enough |

Valenca got up.

“1 was o bruto to you to-day, Arthur,”
he said, with & catch In his voico
“But it wasn't really my fault; it was
the bebbling of those wretched spica of
juniors i

Skinner thought that just like Valonca.
Even in apologising he tried to shove
tha blame on someome cleal

“ Never mingd that! It's all over. Bat
promise mo ono thing, Rupert—yon
won't be such an utter idiot rs to try ko
zot that cheque frome Hawke by farca or
by stealth!”

“ All right. 1 promisc,” snid Valoneo
shakily. ' Good-night, Arthuri™

Did Courtney believe him? Skinpoe
did not, anyway. But then, Skinner waa
a liar himself, ond knew beiter than
{:u]a::rt-nﬂy how litilp o promise weans to
a lar,

The next half-hour or so wus not s
comfortable time for Skinnor.

Courtney paced restlossly up and down
the small 3&1::;1{!; end the spy [eared
every moment that the table might bo
thrust seide and his presence revelad.

But st last the prefoct threw himself,
fully dreasad as he wwe, on his bed in

aleove, and within o few minutes
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bis repular bresthing told that ha ﬂe&l.
Nature had her way, in epite of the
weight on his mind and heart. He had
reached the limits of his cndurance, and
tleep camo mercifully, :

It came mercifully to Skinner as well
a8 1o Courlney.

Not that S8kinner went to sleep where
hoe wos, PBut as soon as he was sure it
was sofe he stols out, and up through
the dork possage to  the Remove
dormitory, whers lhe found no one
BLirrasew. .

What he had heard did not keep him
from sleopine. Why shouwld it, when it
boded 1o dangersto him?

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
What Biinnsr Told !

L ALLO, hulle, hallo!t*
The rising-bel] éw:l clanged
:::iut: but Elarold Skimner still
sept.

o bad uo chance of sleeping much
Jougor, though, for Bob Cherry stogd
gbove him, s spongo dipped in iny-cold
water in hizs hand.

4 Ympil!

Bkinner awoke with a etartled cry.

The sponge had desconded a second

before, and he camp to consciousness

from s dream in which bo was an Arctic
axplorer, and had fallen into an ice-hola

It was not a pleasant dream; but
%ki{iner did mot Lko the reality much
otier,

“Whore did you get to last night,

Skinner!™ asked tho inder
“That's my aflair! Tou're net the
only fellow who Las private businees

now and then, Smithy! Keep that
geponge awey from me, Cherry, you
rotter I'

“(ive an account of rsalf, or

ou'll et it again!” hooted Bob. .
T Leave the cad slono, Bob,” sard
Wharton quictly, *We'll see to it that

doesn't give us the elip to-might!"

‘“ Right-ho! Thore's Snoop still dozing.
Fll wake bim with the glad news
that his dear pﬁ)ﬁkhmﬁr hasn't really
gy v g

oD not appear delig either
with the pwakening or the newa which
followed it

“What do I care?” he snerled. " Best
thing Skinnor could do would be to clesr
gut! 1 should never have been in all
thizg troubls if it badn't been for him—I
know that! Thouch I can't for the life
of me seo why you fcllows should make
sach a fuss about it!™ i

“Then  you need maldng
growled Johny Dull —

"I wouldn't bothtr abaut g trial if that
was the only resson for it said Donald

Ouilvs, looking up from his basin
- z“?f.:rl-.:. nover mako any of the rotters
oo that If's not worth the trouble

But I'm all for the trlal, all the same,
becanse they ought to be put through it
for being such cads, whether they can
help it or not!™

EEﬂﬁcl: may not bave beeu logical but
which expressed the sentiments of most
of the Remove with fair accuracy. Thers
was really no hope of inducing Skinner
& Co. ta soo the error of their ways; no
hope of their amendinent; but, all the
same, they had to bo punished !

EH?,,HBE dm.ﬂt?d da. gv.:n:nr:]]1 deﬂmﬁﬂf
thought during the day to the problem
of how to evade punizﬂn:wnt.

“They're as Axed on 1t as ever!” he
muttered to himself over his lonely tea.
“Can’'t think why they ghould eare. A
fellow would naver have expected them
to take it like this, What can I do?”

Billy Bunter locked in.

“ All elons, Skinney " ha eaid affably.
“T'll have some toa with you, if you
Yon't mind.”

poa ' b
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“But I do mind " growled Bkinner.
& gut. yvou fat worm !™

talk like that to the only pal you've got
in the Form! [I'll have some coke,
don't suppose it's up to much. HRotten
calies they scem to make these days!
But 1 will be betier than nothing. And
I'm practically starving. I saw Bmithy
go to No. 1, eo I Lknew yow'd be
alone, "

Bunter did not troubls to cut the cake.
There was enly half.a-pound or so loft,
and he took the lump. Bkirner did not
})mteat. ITe merely eved his visitor with
ack-lustre cyes.

“I'm a pal of vours, Bkinner, you
know,” went on Bunter, with his mouth
full of eake. “1 don't see a bit what

— —

¢ they want to fry you for because you

happeeed to pee old Courtney kissing
Valence's gister, e, he, bo! But thoy
mean to do it.  And Smithy's yarning
with these other rotters sbout the tor
tures they're golng to put you through.
I heard them.™

86 not a word {rom Skinner.

“Courtney's a soft idiot,” rambled on
Bunter, " Ha’s let Valonce knook him
about becanse be's epoony on Vi, Would
It Catch me! But there won't be much
more of that. Valence's number will be
going up pretty soon, I'll bet! It's all
over the schoo
dickens of o mess with zome of the Cross
Keya gang "

“What?' snapped Bkinner.

“Mean to say you haven't heard?
Why, everyona knows, I should think.
Even that silly nss Claverm
Hussell and Ogilvy wera talking about
it a few minutes ago.”

*“Oh, get out of this! 1 don’i want

any of your rotten tales! Cut! Do you
hﬁ-ﬁ-r Fo
Butaer, lnat

hmrm]g swallowed the
crumb of cake, had got all be had come
for, He rolled out now, mumbling.

A gudden thoughlt had fashed across
Bkinner's brain.

“Thay don't know it all, that's a dead
-cart 1™ he said to himself. " Aud if they
hadn’'t heard anything they wouldn't be-
lieve mo., Boat, ss it is—— DNow, I
wonder if there's aty way of eaving my
own skin in thisi" 2

He thought hard, and he came to the
conclusion that thare was.

To anyone elss it mig:;t hiave seomed
that his plan would at best merely post.
pone hie punishment. But even that wus
something; and Skinner had hopes of
more, fnrhglmtmn for an offence to
opnother does not burn at white heat
long among boys of fiffeen or so.  Ley
another twenty-fonr hours pass, and half
the Remove would be willivg to allow
the matter to lapse, Time, 8kinnec

thought, was on his side. :
S0 he went up to bed with hizs plans
carefully laid. o breathed no word te

Stott or Snoop. The Remove m.i%hl; tr
and condemn Stott aud Booep for
Harcld Skinner cared.

Wingate saw lighta out. His *'Good-
night!” lacked 1its accnstomed cheeri-
nese.  The skipper of Greylriars was
troubled.

“Guard the door, aaid

someane 17
Harry Wharton, ss soon s Wingate had
rade exit.
“T'm there!” sounded the voice of
Bquill,

“Thers's no need 'Y spoke up Bkinner.
“I'm not going to tri.' to dodge you to-
night., You'll forget all abont your potty
trial when I've told you what I've got
to telll™ ; :

He spoke boldly. His words rang with

AL ATy,
it!"  pooffed the

“If we believe
Boundar. : :
“ T don't think you'll doubt it," rephed

Oh, really, Bkinney! You shouldn't

that he's in the merry |

he and

One Penny. 11

Bkinner quistly, *'I didn’t mean to tell.
It woe by acordent T hesrd. But I've
thought it over, and it seema to me that
if some of you fellows don't de some-
thing, the worst thing that ever hap-
paneé to Greylriara 18 going to happen
to-night 1

“What! Worse ithap you coming
here ¥ ashed Vernon-Bouth  sardoni-

cally. * Must be pretty bad, then!"
“h, can dry up! I don't expect
Fou to ﬁﬁave. 8mithy! DBnt Wharton

will, I'm sural™

“Having o more capacious bolievery
B e b spook, Skin '

“Tf this iz apoof, e p—"

“It ien't apoof, Wharton!" gaid
Skinner qurickly.

And agiin he spoke as though he were
gincere. Perhaps, in a way, he was.
Little did Harold Skinner care for Grag-
friarp. But his own nature enabled him
to read Valoneo'a better than Courtney
conld read it; and he did net believe
that Velenen would keep that promise if
he were tempted to break it

“@a on, then !’ eaid Wharton,

“T'm not going to shout a thing like
thin out; you'll understand that when
vou hear i, said Blinner. * Anyone
who wants Lo hoar must come closa.”

Garments wera dononed hastily, and
nearly all the Hemove erowded round
Bkinner's bed. .

The story w: told was o queor ouxturs
DE tr;:;h iq.n-ﬂ iﬂ.isahlf-mi. e tﬂldhit.hum
of t otgerp—there were whispers
of ehock a.ug surprise when thoy heard
thet, but few disbeliov of
Valenee's threat to attemnpt getting back
the forged oheque by force or cr
burglary, if need bel Dyt he did nok
tell them of the promise given; and he
representod Courtney as having said that

he washed his hands of the whole affair,
“ A véry ingepious yarn, Skinner!"
said the Dounder mockingly. *I should

like to hear how you came to get hold
of it, though™ ;

“T hid from yom chope In Courtney's
atudy,” rmlfwoeg E-Iri'nnﬂ.!: *'1 wos under
the table, and couldn't help hearing.'

“Well, T for pre don’t caro to act
on anything heard in that way,™ the
Bounder said, “I'm going back to bed.
Take no notice of on.  It's
a pack of Lies!"

But Marcy Wharton felt that ths
Bounder's shrewd judgment wos at fanlh

for once.
“Byuppose it shoulde's be, Braithy 1"

“T'in not going to suppose anyth
of the sort. Skinner can’t ppll the
ovet my aveal Are we gomg to try
these three rotters?”
“Rigbeher ¢ ing to shart
ight-ho ! you're going
thinking, old scout, I'm back to boed.

It'a too cold out here for that gnme."
“* Johnny, what do you say "' asked

Harry.

*X E%& it'a likely enough Bkinner’s
lying. s gonerally 32,” smid the down-
x:{g'ht- Ball. " Bnt he may not be. And
I think i's up te ua to do what we'd do
if we believe him. We can take it out
of his hide afterwards if he has lied.”

“Yon say Valence means to go tos
night, Skinper " asked Harry.

’%ﬁ?’-hwhat he imid.” o

- , he won't have gone ye '8
too carly for burgling. And he'll go by
the box-reom, for certain. We can sab
o guard there, Fla mu ] SOIMQ-

guard thers, H st bo stopped
how.™

“T1' to the box-rcom now,™
volunteered Tom Brown.

“Right-ho, Browney! Bomeone shall
came end relieve you in half an hour
ar ad."

The New Zealander junior departed
and & number of the rest tock couneel
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together.  Bub the Bounder stayed in
his hed.

“I'm out of thia!" he zaid. " Skinney
cap't fool ma ™

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Night of the Raid !

" OURTNEY 1™
‘ : It was the Bounder who
spoke, shaking the prefect by

shoulder as he ay io bed
in the aleove of his study.

“YWhat ia 1t? Js that Vernon-Smith "

“Yea, Get up at once! Valence has
gone to the Cross Keys, and a lob of
follows from my Form are after him to
stop bim. Slinnepr said you'd washed
vour hands of the whole aflaiv—and no
one could blame you if you had, But
it acemed to me you ought to know.™

Arthur Courtney was wide awale now,
Ile tumbled out of bed, and began at
once to dress. The Bounder had switched

on the light.
“Biimer?  What can Skinner know
ghont 7" he asked wonderingly.

“He was under the table lust night,
It's o long varn., WNo time to tell it all
now,  Wharton took the job of stop-

ing Valenes in hand. stood out.

Wish T hadp't, for they've mulled it
romechow. They hove kept a wateh in
the bex.ronm. But now they find he's

one by soine other way., He izn't in hia

d. that's a cert, for I've looked myself.
I say, I'll go with you!"

“What are Wharton and ths rest
doing " asked Courtney, hurrying on
his clothes

“Thev'ra after him—a crowd of them.
Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Linley,
Singh, Bull. Field, Todd, Brown, and
Dalarey—may be one or two more, but I
think that’s all.”

“But why?™"

“They know. At lezst, thoy have
heard Skinner's varn about the forged
chegtie Hawke holds. By Jove, it's true!
Y see it by your face!"

- V¥es, it's—— But we can't go into

that now! Come along! If only I can
et miuhim before he attempts this mad
ing!

The DBounder’s shrewdness had failed
himl in one Partmular—"nab_m all. He
had not belisved Bkinper’s statement
that Courtney had washed his hands of
the whole affair; that would not have
been like Courtney. And it was this
n’s_l:iuht that led him to the prefect’s bed-
oo,

Later, hie regretted that hie had gone—

rigved for it with a grief fow would

gve believed him capeble of feeling.
Yet he knew he had done right—done
what Courtney would have had him do.
And in that, at least, there was comfort.

In the passaga someone spoke, rather
nervously,

“It'a me—Clavering! T don't want to
gecn interfering ; but may I go with you
fellows? There's a raid on, T beliave;
I heard the guns in the distanca just
nnwt”

“All tha more resson why ¥ou
showldn't come,™ said Courtney, strain-
g his ears for the aound of the anti-
aircraft guns.

Ha heard them now, and ho was almost
glad to hear them. Burely this would
turn back Valence froan hiz mad enter-
prisal
. But he saw the need of haste, and in
his haste he {thought little of either of
the junicrs. Bat when lLe was ouviside
the school wall, in bright moonlight,
they weore still with hini.

They wero not with him a moment
Jator. tor he was off to Frinrdals with the

eedl of a deer. Evon Clavering could
3t stay the pace with him, and the
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Bounder, not long ouk of sanatoriom, was

left bohind by Clavering.

The boom of the guns came to n!il;
three.  Ab fOrst Courtney hesded 1
littla: Lis mind was m a8 turmoil. That
Valenee's sccrét should have become

] known thus—that he should have gone
| after his promise—that the Removites
should have followed to peevent him—it
was all like some wild nightmare! The
air-raid seemed a trivial thing—a circum-
stance of no real importanee at all.

Courtriey ran on.  Tha nearsst guns
of dll wers firing now; tho hostile air-
graft must be close at hand

Through hizs mind there flashed the
thought of the loval juniors who had gone
out on an errand of rescus for the old
sohool's sake. Tt was not for Valence's
sake, he knew: they had no reason to
care for Rupert Valence.

He must find them—get thern under
cover somewherve, Valence had enocugh
on his head already. I[I anything hap-
pened to Wharton or any of the reat it
woitld make matters &  thousandiold
worao !

Boom, boom, hoom !

Through the clear air the sound of the
guna came as if from very near. And
now Courtney was awnre of another
gound, & far more ominows one—tha
drone of powerful enginea somewhere
abiove.

Ha halted, and looked up.

Thera they were, very plainly visible
in tha muun'light, ﬂrﬁng andaciously low.
They had passed the coast defences, and
knoew that there was comparatively little
fear farther inland.

Threa of them—threa of the asspsain
aeroplanes, out to wreak a base revenge
on & peaceful and sleeping countryside |
They scemed to hover over Friardale,

Clavering saw them, too, and YVernon-
Bmith, in Clavering's rear. But no more
than Courtney did either think of turn-
ing back.

The Bounder was regretting bitterly
that he had not gone with Wharton and
the rest. It would have beon better to
share any danger they had to face.

There was no such thought in Clarer-
ing's mind, He had net been asked to
join the expedition. Perhaps he could
not have explained why he held on now,
instcad of returning to the school and to
COVE.

Crush |

That wna o bomb, not o gun! Court-

neir raced on. He had resached the
vil :-ge new.

“ Courtney ™

It was Harry Wharton’s voles that

hailed him. He pulled up ot once.

Tho erowd of juniors poured out from
a shed by the roadside. They had obeyed
the natural instinet to take cover. The
shed wopld not have served any sort of
sefeguard in the ovont of a direct hit;
but in air-raids s direct it 13 an off-
chance, and far more deaths and injuries
result from tho failure to take cover
against tha fragments of exploding
shells.

“(Got back!"™ sald Courtney sharply.
“You're best in thero—nothing in Friar-
dale that would stand up against a
bomb that drepped faitly on it] They're
very closs ™

“ Just up above us—and not [ar above,
either,” said Delarey coolly,

His facp was npturned,

Mozt of the rest were locking up. too.
There was no funk anmndg them. This
was not their first air-raid, and, i any
caze, they were not the funky sort.

“ Jean Valenea?” paked the prefect

“No,” replied Johiony Buoll  *But
it's certain he's out sofmewhere. He
wasn 't in his study.”

Clavering dashed vp, panting.

Y Hulle, halle, Kallo 1™ said Bob Cherry.

L

“Hera's another of them! Not sant lo
fetch ws back, are you, Ulavering 1™

“No, Came with Couviney, but he
E’t ahead. Vernon-8mith's  behind

‘here's Clourtney off to?”

The sanior hed gone on. The Cross
Eeays was but & couple of hundred yards
or 80 ﬂ.'!:r-aii if Valence were theore=—
but surely he coold not bet :

“MNo good standing here,”™ said Seuifl.
i IJE"-E—“""-'?

Crashi

A bomb had fallen within a very short
distance of them. They heard the sounds
of falling masonry, and saw fragments
thrown into the air. Bat there came Ro
ghriel of pain or fear. The liowss struck
was, Iuckily, empty.

_ “Hi! Where are vou going, Claver-
mng?”

The new fellow did not answer. He
was Tollawin {:m.lrt-ﬁ&}'r

“Here's the Bonnder!™ sand DPeter
Trodd.

Yernon-Smuiuth was panting far mora
than Clavering had been. But he was
game,

“Where's Courtney?"” he jerked-out.

“"Gone on,” answered Frank Nugent,

The Dounder did not even hal for
breath. He ran on also. And all the
rest followed. It was impossible to etay
whete they were while others went,
thouzh it was difficult to sce what could
be gained by going.

“Great scott! It's the Cross Keys, and
it'a on fire'!” gaeped Tom Brown.

Above, the droning noise was stll
andible : but it was lessoning in volume
now. The Huna were mu'l-:ing their way
farther inland. They had bigger game
on foot than litile Friardale. But on
their way over the wvillage they had
dropped three bombs, and one of them—
an incendiary bomi—had  struck  the
Cross Keya!

Cutside the inn stood a crowd of
frightensd aznd gasping villegers. Butb
nob everyone was pame-stricken ; already
some weara abt work fetching water.

As the juniors came up they saw
Courtnay make o dash inte the burning
building. .

“ Come back ! shouted a hoarse voiea,
“You'll go to your desth! You ain't
got a chance!’

“ Upstairs, if you will go—firat room
on the right!” bhowled amather voice,
which the Bounder recognised as that of
Jerry Hawke.

Courtnay deshed on, and disappeared
into the mferno of smoko and darting

Hama,

“He'a in there—Valonce!™ shouted
Navering.  “There's been a row, 1
don't understand what happened; but
they put him insensible in a8 bed-room—
and forgot all about him when they
bolted, the cowards!™

B Menan't our funle!™ piped Uobb, the
landlord of the Cross Kevs shrillv
“What right had he breakin’ in? Ii
anyone swings for this—"

% Somebaody ought to!™ cried Harry
Wharton, " Oh, great hesvenst  Old
Courthey! We must help hin 1"

“Come on!” cried the Bounder.

No oune over koew whether he or
Wharton or CUlavering waa first inside
the burning bailiding. No one had time
to think wbout it, for they followed as
one man. Bob Cherry and Squiff, Tom
Brown and Peter Todd, Frank MNngent
and Pict Delarey, Inky and Johnny Dull,
and Mark Linley—oot one hung back!?

They might not be able to help, They
were not sure that they could help. Bubk
they wore gpame to share Courtney's risk
—game, onge and all !

‘Btop " panted Wharton, *Wa can’t
do anything till they get down, aud our
weight on the steirs may—"

o broke off, and stood as I spell-
bound. They all stood and watched.
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The staircase was in fames Smoke
surged around Courtney ps he came
down it with the insensible form o
Rupeit Valence in his srms.  Flames
licked at him; the charred stairs seemed
crumbling under his tread. But he held

.

Wharton was right. It eounld serve no
useful purposb—it could only add to the
dendly risk of tho two seniors—if enyone
uttompted to mount and meet them,

Thoy could but stend and wait, them-
selves singeing, wrapped in the stifling
sroke that edgi&d around them=-—wait for
the chance to rush in and savo the two
H the stoircase guve way !

They held their breaths, Their very
hearts secmed to stop beating.

Courtney made all the haste he could,
but Valence was o beavy weight to carry.
He moved slowly, &5 it scemed to those
hi.:'ln:h—tharnhh' plowly |

i [

The staircase broko beneath him, and
he crashed down!

Thoir chance to help had come, and

lhav took it :

avoring sud DBob, Bquiff and Johnny
Bull, seix Valence, and bore him out.
Bob's overcoat burst into flamas as thay
roached the open alr, He tore it off and
flung it down. Squiff’s eyebrows were
charred, and Johnny’s hands were badly
scorched,

“Reop hack! No ust orowdingl”
velled Sauiff, a3 o dozen men pressed for-
warrd now,

Insida, the rest bant over Courtney.

Ho had come down with the weight of
Yalenco full on top of him, and 1t wos
plain that he ﬁﬂﬂ?&di}f hurt.

“(lear out!” he gasped into Harry
Wharton's enr, * Bave vourselves! I'm
dono! I think B

Thon he fan :

Bomchow, working with strength that
they had not known wae in t!:.-::ri_ the
Boundor end Delarey and Mark Linley
and Tom Brown tore o door from its
Linges. And Bob and Squiff and Claver-
ing and Johnny were back again, help-
ing them, And Harey and IFFrank and
Petor Todd and Inky, with ell tendernecss
gnd: care, recking nothing of the flumes
that singed and scorched, pomahow lifted
Arthur %ourtnu , and got him upon the
door, and I'EZ!.({F ]mnﬁg seized it, and
hoarse voices cheered ms they came out
with their burden. :

" What'a this?"”

It wos Wingato whe epoke, his voice
full of alarm. And behind him wera Mr.
uoleh and Mr. Prout and Gwynoe.

And others were coming up. Grey-
frinre bad taken tho alarm, and someone
rnust liave told swhat had become of the
mizeing boys.

But they wero past caring for any
troublo thot might onsue, MNothing
could sver make them feel sorry that
ihoy had been there to drag Courtney
out of the flamca.

Mo one thought much of Valence. Yet
1t wad Valence who had been saved—
firet by the old chum who loved his sister,
and after that by Aho juniors whe had
scareely thought of him, but had dared
death for the sake of Arthur Courtney !

.\Ef back's broken

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Throuch the Valley of the Shadow !

HAT night ot Groviriars was like
T no other night there, and the
mast callous of those who went
through it will nover forget it as

tong az they live.

Mo one could quite understand at first.
Bt o one tried very hard, perbaps. For
Courtnes’s fate secmed the one thing
that mattered.

From the very Brst none bub ihe maost
sanguing could feedl much hops,  Bob
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Cherry tried to take a cheerful viow, but
it wns a false cheerfulness that trembled
always on the verge of tezrs. bore than
one fellow whose coursge needed no
further proving frankiy broke down
Wingate could not speak for the lump in
his throat, aud Valence, when he cuome
to himself and learned what hed hap-
pened, was ke a mudmean in his anguish
of remorse.

It was not till later that his story was
told to tha Head, but it may as well ba
told here. Heo bhad broken hia promise—
had gone to the Cross Heys in the
d-EEE?I.‘ntH hope of getting back the proof
of his erime.  And he had got insida.
Thers Hawke and Cobb had come upon
him, and Valence had been struck down
in the row that followed. Frightaned at
what they had done, the twe shody
rarcals had laid him on & bed to come to.
The uir-raid had made them forgot all
about him until they were out of the
place, and then they dared net go back.

There wore no claztes next day., ‘The
shadow of death lay over the school.
Fellows talked to one another with bated
breath. The Bounder would epeak to no
one.  He thut himeell up in his study,
and refused admittance to Bkinper, who
wal in a terrble siate. Even ﬂuntar
had ne appetite. !

Lower and lower dropped the shadow.
The day was n wretched one, with grey
shigs and cold rain, but fellows paced thoe
Cloisters and the guad, because to stay
indoors eeemed impossible, Al clung to
hope while there was the least vestize to
l‘ltnﬁ to, but from the first hope had
EfaLl.

And at last it was known that ]l hope
1'&:14;} paszed. Arthur Courtney lay

VINg.

A lifa of real promise was cbbing aut.
For Rupert Valence, who was not worth
it, as fine a fellow vy Groyfclara had ever
kuewn had given his lifo—and " greater
love hath no man than this,™

No; perhaps it had not DLeen for
Valence. Some suspected that: some felt
sure that in these last hours Courtney
was comforted by the knowledgze that
what he had done heen done for Vi's
snkal

It wae Mr. Queleh who told these who
had brought Valence and Courtney out of
the fames. They hod drawn togother, &3
wes but natural—all bhut the %nundur.
And Harry Wharton fetched him. Ha
would net have ecome for anyone elso,
even then.

Courtiey had ashed to see them =zl
before he went. It could not harm him,
Mr., Quelch said brokenly; all that waa
past.

And they went, all of them ; the fellows
who had kwown him long and the one
who was almost a stranger, Just a last
lock at the handeoma face grown
strangely wan and haggard=—a last touch
of the [eeble, dying hand that had heecn
g strong—that was all. Wingate crept
out of the room; he could not bear it
longrer. But he carae back when they
had gone, 2nd he brought with lm ono
at the sight of whom the dying face
lighted up.

They hnew she had been sent for, but
no one saw her then hut Wingate and
her brother and the HMead. Those four
were with Courlney when the end came;
his unecle did not arrive in Lime.

He had muarmuored a word of farewell
when Wharton hent over him: and
Harry, scarcely knowing what he did,
had bent lowar and Lissed him vpon the
forchead, and the dying face had smiled.
VWharton was the last of them all, Whan
he got outside the Deounder had already
disuppeared; buat DBolr Cherry was wait-
ing, and he fiung his arm round Harry's
nieek and laid his head npon his shoulder,
and sobbad like a child,.  And Peter

Todd's fnce was working queerly, and |

et |
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Delarey lovked grim with the ellort tg
disgguize his emotion, and Frank Nuogent
was a8 broken down as Bob.

In the room they had left Valenca
knolt by the bedside, and Georga Wins

ate stood almost choking, and tho Head
tael tears in hin eyes. And Vi ¥Valonoe—
what did she fecl?

At the last he rallied,
strougly and bravely.

"1'd hoped—for o chance ovor thero—
with Rupert,” he said. " But I pupposa
thie i¢ best. Rupert, don't griove like
that! You havo your chance yet—it will
all come richt in the ond. George, dear
old man, good-bre! Vieoh, Vil”

They were his last words. Ho died
with her arms around him.

And there came a time, but a few weoks
lnter, when George Wingate thought
that perhaps it was best po. No ono at
{:‘-m}r}:'i&ra ever saw Vielet Valence aguin
wfler that day. It wae not of griof sh
died, though her grief was grest &nﬁ
terribie; hut she died—eand Wingate
knewr what her «feath would have meant
to Courtniey, if no one elre did.

Al Greyfriars followed the body of
Arthur Courtney to ita last resting-place,
Skinner was there, haggard und—gf-:-: the
tirme, at least—remorseiul, Wingate and
North and Gwynno and Hammersley, the
fellowe who had shared the zest and
thrill of many o hard-fought match with
him: tho juniors who hud elways liked
and edmired him, who had done theie
hﬁj{iat to save him; the masters, one and

And which of them will aver forget the
words the Head snoke when they had
come back? He did not tell thern tha
whole story—some of them knew i,
though, and many counld guess—and,
inuleed, ho spoke few words in all.  Bud
his last words were words to remember,

“He died us he lived—a very gollank
gentleman 1"

and  spoke

Tha words mng out eltrong and reson-
ant in Hall. MBut then the Head's voice
hroke. He¢ could say no moro. He

turncd away, and walked abruptly out,

Valence had gone then. TE-EF might
hear of him later, perhaps, He would
iry to redeem himeelf, no doubt. And
“over there " the chance might come to
him to do it—even as Arthur Courtnoy
had hoped.

But no one cared muach about Valonca
No one missed him greatly.

Far Courtney most cared, ond some
grieved long wud sincercly.  His placo
wonld hnow him ne more, but he lei
behind him an enduring memory
memory of " A Very Gallant Gentle-
man !

(Don't miss “"DANGER AHEAD I**
—next Monday's grand camplete story

of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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Back Numbers, Ete., Wanied.
By Maugrice Wilkinzon, 6, Hgott Hirect,
Redear — “Hobh  Cherry's Barring - Out,”?

# Schoolboys Never Ehall be Slaves™ * Win-
gate's Folly,® o 3aving Talol,” “Figgios
Fig-Palding.” and “Fishy's Fa{: nﬁm .

ity P. Millet, 11 Cuanal Walk, Scuthamp-
ton=" Gem * containing * The Hace 1o the
Tuckshop,” < lob Cherry fu Search of His
Futher,®  #“Hchoolbhay  Pollecmen,® “Tom
Merry's Trip to Paris »=—2d. each offered for
clean n:upi.u::}.

By Miss Doris Benson, #5, High Sireet,
Redear —*Toh  Cherry’'s  Narripg - Qng®
s &-hoofhors Never Shatl be Elaves,® “Heto
of Wales ™
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HE headmistregs of CNA Heuse dchool
iz quite s good sort, thongh, from
the point of view ol her own charges

: gnd the bdys of OGroylriers and of
Highclifie, ehe may at times seem just a little
bit nbaord. For she ia  dlstipctly old-
fashioned, and she does nob reallse the
diferchce o ages that secme so important to
the "juniors. She will cull a fellow In the
REamove % my deur child "—a form of address
which would cause the youngest fag in the
Rscond to get on bis €ar, Apd the worst of
it Is that common politeness forbids the
injured pa showing bkla reseniment.

ut Bi!I:l-'.! I3 a ‘good eort—no possible doubt
about that!{ Witness the tea-partles at Clitf
House, How many girls' schoolmistresses
would sllow s0 many of these? For all her
4ld-tashioned notions about some things, she
is modern epough to realize that it is good
for both boys and girls to meet thus, Wil
ness, too, tha fact that the girls are food
of her. They may laugh at her thefselves,
ﬁ.ﬂ eall her an old frump; hut they don't

ﬁlanfﬂnt ¢lsa to run her down.

e i3 not always wise. Bhe was not too
wise when tha guileless Alonze, Inetigated
thereto by DBulstrede and Bkinner, tried his
famous scheme to bring together two loving
hearta-—the  hearts of -Mr. Quelch and Miss
Primrose., Bulatrode—go - he' wald
may belleve or not, as you pluu.sc:"l'u_:t Alonzo
believed—had -heard M?. Quelch soliloquisin
tbhus: “If I could but meet her alone, an
tall her of my love! Oh, my swect—my sweet
Penelog#l®  And Skinner, by a remarkable
ecolocldence, had beard dlisa Primrose intrmu
to bherself: *0Oh, my bhejoved Horace! If he
but knew the depth of my boundless tove!®

Lonzy was surprised. He had not thought
ﬁzﬂﬂ:lﬂh at @il that sert of moan. Dot
¥ waa touched. It eeemed to him vers
hard that Mr., Qualch and Mias Primrosc
sbonld both be pinlnf for affection thus
In point of fact, the Remove.master wae

g far From helng In love with Miss Primrose
aa.- bo wna from feeling a -temder passlon for
HEJ; Mimhle,. And ‘the headmtstress of CHT
Hbuse was not really gone on Mr, Quelch, It
was ancther person alcgether whom she had
Empentmi of nursing In hix bosom n tender

ame—ls 4 Bame ever temler? -Never mind.
When one¢ 13 discoursing aboul kove one peed
oot worry about apeuracy B==for her. It ‘was
Mr. Thippz, then - mathematlcal-master at
Qreyfriars, since Jome elsewherd. Mr. Phipps
bad taken Miss Primrose for solemn mnd
statedy "wolks,

ite ‘made up his mind to take her for a
telong walk, But Bkinner felt suro that the
wire Lonzy wag to send would be taken by

wnd yod -

He had-not, it would appear, |
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Mizs Primrose as coming from Mr. Phlpps,
and as preluding a declaration on the part of
that gemtiemarn,

The volion of the wirea was Lonzy's awn.
Ench wua to tell the recipient that someone
who loyed hlm—or her, as the case might be
—w'as whitlng at a certain sgpot—the same
spot, of course.

But- Skioner and Bulstyode thought that
would- pot do. They wdre not sure that Mr.

Quelch would go. They waggled it, how-
EVEr. Iﬁli&m of meeting was 50 Arranged
that isa mrosé was brought to where it

was toletably eertain Mr Quelch, a man of
fixed habita, would be found at a glven time.

He was thete.
when she gaw him. But how could she doubt ¥
ife- had never bheco specialty atfentive; but
then, he was in ¢vety way o superior man to

Miza Primrose was surprized

Mr. Phippe—and a much hetter matcht &o
Misas Primrose was quite prepared to start on
tho romance of ber life at'abort- notice,

Bgt My, Quelch wusn't. prepared, on his
gide: and the interview wnas'a very embar.
rasaing one to him. Worst of all was it when
the lady .fainted In his arms, and at that
moment the Head appeared |

Before she came to Mr. Quelch had boltad,
It waa the kindest thing he could for Mias
Primrose—and the best for himsell!

The whole affair must have been very dis-

“understands girls better.

treszsing ko the good lady—it was eorlainly
50 to Mr. Quelch. And it was eminently dis
tressing to the wellmeaning Lonzy when ho
fonnd out how far wrong he had gotl

Taken alone, that: eplsode would be likely
to plve the reader a very inaccurate notlon
of Miss Pritnrose. Bhe has plenty of common.
songe, a5 & rule, though that quality is nat
=0 consplcwous in her as is kindness of beart.
It was nb end good of her to invite the
Greylelars boys Lo attend her deporiment

elasses, Depottment [3 not exactly a sciénce
—if It s n Egieuc&—m AN art—if ?;, Is an ark
—that the average boy Is Keen on, But bhow

was Mizs Penelopa Primrose to know that?
What ehs does pot kmow ‘abont bLoys wotld
Nl & libracyt

And some of them were keon enough on
golng, though It was not deportment that
attraeted them. ;

Miss Primrose i3 no snob. Bhe was guite
willing to inelude Dick Trumper & Co., among
her popils in the science—or art—of deport-
ment, though they might bhe Incked Wi
upon aé Council 3chool bounders by the High-
cliffe nuts and tho Greyfriars black shee

o vou remember when Hakry Wharton got
caught by the tide, and Milss Primmose mada
him to hed, with & hot-water bqitle, and
sent for the doctor? She meant well. She
did pot tealize that a wetbing medins . very
Nitle to o healthy Boy. ~To her fi s
dire poasthilities of early death, no doubt.
And she thinks a lobt of Harry Wharton, you
know. He gt least always does his best to
treat her with proper respect and politeneis;
though hls palience was very aorely tr
that time,

She is prompt to enconrage signs of talent
in any direction she can understund in the
dreyiriars junlors. She sant for Rilly Bunter
once, having heard that he had abilities as
an entertainer. Wasn't Bunter swanky? It
pride came hefore a fall. Bunter never gob
td CIf House that jourd®y. And Tom Urown
waa fetched along to leetire on New Zraland,

It -4 not probable thet 3iss Primrose likey
Wiltiam George Bonter grestly ; but her geod
nature makes her tolerant even of him, as of
others who are capahle of imposing upon it.
She haz not much discrimination where boys
ATE canmrgﬂnﬂ; ﬂaf w-:nsnil;dh1.14:11,1L trust.ﬂh:ir ¥

ick out ¢ oats from the sheg at she
1} i That sl:mlm toler-
ably certein, otherwlse Cliff House would nok
he the well-managed establishment It un-
douhtedly {3. For girls, ps well az boys, will
kick over the traces ab times i the driver's
hands are-weak aud timid; and, on the whole,
there {1 not much kicking over the traces at
Clf House,
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g Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD”
| and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”
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BUNTER'S BET!

By ROBERT DONALD OGILVY.

I.
7 SAY, vou fellows, I've bheen dis-
appointed about a émtul-ﬂrdert"
Billy Bunter made that announce-
_ment In the junlor Common-room at
Grayiciare, with & very serfous face.
All the fellows groaned.
“DPon'ti” gald Bob Cherry falntly,
“0h, really, Cherry——0"
“Mercy 1™ snid Bouill,
“Look hers, Fielg—"
"Try B new wheess,” urged Harry Whap-
ton.  "We're fTed ap on the postel-grder,
Bunter."

“But it hasn't come!' said Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Doeg ik ever como?? hooted Johony Bull,

"We're vou expecting it when you wert o
fag in the Sec Form? demanded Omitvy.

“1f It doea eome npw, it will be out of
date, dnd yoa won't be able to eash it,” said
Wogent., “So don't wurrg' about it

*1 say, you fellows, it'a all wvery well fo
[l:-.unkla," sald Bunter. “But I'm stony, you
know. ] was expecting a postal-order from
ong of my titled relations.”

“Which one—the duke or the marguis?”

snorted Johnny Dulf.

“Lord Bunter de Gennter, I suppose,” said
TNob Cherry. “Pechaps his lordship is busy
weiting In the margarine gquene, Hunter, and
hasn't had time to send it.

MY was going to ask you to cash It [or me,
Bob Cherry. I will hand you the postal-order
immedtately It comes, of course.’ J

“Dan't!" zald Bob. '"Can’t you ace we'rd
fed up on your postil-order, Bunter? Ring
off, Tike & wood chap” ;

Lilly Dunter hlinked wratlifnily at the grin-
ing Removites, It never did seem to occur
to Hunter that his postal-order story ‘was
wearing a trifte thin.
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“I'ni uxm::tim{ it by the flret post in the
morniog,” he said,

"Dow-wow "

“Don's you believe me, Dob Cherry®™

“0f courke I «don't,” sald Bob, In surprise.

“Ha, ha, hat”

"“The fuet is, I'm certain to pet o postal-
order ip the morning,” seid Bunter, *If yom
gare to bet on it, 'm your mon,”

*I don't bet, you fatheadt”

Bunter sneered 8 fab sueer.

“You mean, vou're afraid to back up your

wordel” he said acornfully. "I rou're 8o
Jolly sure, put up your money on it I'lE
give you five to ope.™

"EH.“!.“

“Then you ought to apologise,” said Bunter
Toftily.

“"¥ou fet chump,” said Rob Chorry warmly.
“1I'm not going to bet; but II I 4id, I'd give
you o handred to one,”™

“Bama here!” chuckled Skinmer, "I you've
got anf money to putup, Bunter, I'm your
man. I'll atand [ve bob ogaingt & bob ihat
it doesn't come.®

“Well, [ haven't got 4 hob,” said Bunter,

“"Ha, fla. hai"
"Lend me a balh, Wharfon—"
“Hobt to bet with, you fot daffer!™ h::.nld

Marry Wharton. * Besidea, you'd lose k.
“Int I'm expecting a postal-order—-—="
" Bosh I”
"Brdthy, lend me a bob,” said Bunter
!g:ﬁngtm “1'll eettle up to-morrow, honour
right.™
"Ilg#t. of your postal-order? grinned Vermon-

*1 tell yonu I’ settle up. 1 supnose you
can trust mel” sald Bunter, with dignity.

“About hoall ns far as 1 can see you,”
agreed the Bounder.

rf any, you fellows, yon might kend me a
bob,” pleaded Bunter. "1 say, Mauly, lend
me a bob, will youl”

Lord Maileverer apened hia eyes.
dozing on the sofa.

“Oh, yaas!" he sald.

*Qugd! You're a good chap, Mauly "

" Thanks awl'lyl”

Biifly Bunter secured ihe shilling before
Mauly thought of asking what It was wanted

He wan

for. He held it up tridmphantly.

“Now, Skinner, I'm toking your bet! Youm
hand ote the five bob now—>"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Eatch mel” %rinmzd Skipner. "I’ hand
it to Smithy as stake-hotder, if you like, if yFou

[F 3

hand over your hol.

* Done ! paid Dunter,

Vernon-3mith laughed as ho ook the stakes.

“You'll lose your bob, you fat duffert™ he
pabd.  “You tlnm-a jolly well yoi're not ex-
webtlng & poatal-order.
! "‘E’nﬁ'ﬂ ace,” said Bunter. My titled
rﬂn&;?nu. {Iﬂ" K DO —"

“{h, rata!

Mind. you hand me the stakes if my

tal.ofrder comes {o-morrow—l mean, when
b Cetiainis 1"

" Certainly! )

“And yon hand them fo me if it doesn’t,
chortled Skinner.  “That. merry old postal-
arder has heen coming since about the time
of the Flood, and L ri:u!ll;.' don’t think it will
hap along to-morrow.’

“* a‘eil;lart,un. ol el p—*

“Hulto "

“Lend me a tanner.” _

wTanners are scaree, my fof tnlp" satd the
eaptain of the Remove. “Wait tHl your

postal-order  comes, and you're rolling in
wealth.” ‘
=1 ray, old chap, don't he mean! T°0 tell

you what, you lend me throe d, amd Hob
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Cherry will do the same. I wont it badly,
you know. Of econrse, I shall settle up
to-morrow.'”

~{h, . for goodnesa" aake take the tapner,
and bure ofl " said Wharten, and he tosscd
a gixpence Lo the impeconious Owl of the
ERemove, . :

And Bunter buzzed off with & contented

expression ob his fat face.

I The Hemove fellows grinned as they

noted it

Whether Bunter ever really expected s
postal-order they conld not tell; certainiy, if
ne did, Lis career wos made up of g sories of
disappointments,

That celebrated postal-order never did
arrive ; and it was ao well known at Greyiriars
that the Owl of the Eemove found it very
diffieult to borrow on the strength of his
expectations.

. But. the fat junior never nuite gave wp
hope; amd on this especial day he waa veéry
kcem in looking out for the pustmanm.

skinner chuckled over it.

The astute sSkinner did not regard his five
ghillings ns rumning the slightest rlsk. It
woa poasible, of course, that Bunter might
got bis famous postal-order some day, But it
would have been a remarkable coincldence if
it had arrived on that especial day. It was,
in fact, too remarkable a coineldence to ocur.
Harold Skinner was quite certaln of Dupging
Hunter's baoh.

After legsons that day, when the postman
was Jdue spain, Billy Bunter waited for him
at the gates, The Famous Five, who were
also interested in the postman on their own
gecount, joined him-there,

Mr. Bogps came atong 2t [ast.

“Letter  for wet"  chirpad  Dunter,
onee.

" Yog, alpt™

Billy Bunter blinked triumphantly at Harry
Wharton & Co. through hls big gligses.

“What did L tell you?” he chortled.

“Let's see the postal-orderlt” grinned Dob
Chérry; snd Hurree Jamset BRam  Singh
observed that the scefulness was the believe-
fulness,

Mr. Bopgs handed out the letter, and o
pood many of the Kemove gathered round to
gee it opened,

Skinner looked alightly aneagy. -

Was it possible that that remarkable coin-
cidenee hiad hafpeneu_i. after all?

“You open it, Smithy!” sald Bunter. "1
want it all falr and equare.  1f theres a
poatal-order in it. 1 win the bot,

“That's so!” said the Bounder. .

He alit the envelope with his penknife.

All eyes wore on the lelter now.

Billy Bunter's confdence had made an
impression on the doubbing Thomases.

“My hat! ejpeolated Vernon-Smith.

There wus no letter in the envelope. Bat
there was something clse.  And there was a
general exclamation as the Hounder dreew
out u Tolded postal-order.

Oreat  pip!" roared Hob Cherry. “A

happen ¥

A ——

.
HE mext day Willam George Bunter
wida very interested in the postman.

at

oostal-order! Uh, great Scott!”

“Whe said miracles  don't
oo ated Nogent.

1 any., you fellows——>"

“Let's gpe it ahouted Peter Todd, “Tet's
fenst our aped eyes on it! This postal-order
ia worth seeing!”

“ Ha, ha, ho!” :

Peter unfolded the slip of printed paper.

L Lbe. postel-order, sud beld it up.
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It was o poztal order for the hemble sam
of sixpenee, payahiz to W, 4, Bunger.

“Oniy a teoper!” sald Peter Todd. ~Bub
thero it ig—a postal-arder. Huoteér wina the
bet—and serve you Hg'hl., Akinuner, for Delog
u betting blackgusard:

Ykinoor's face was a studp.

Vernon-Smiihk, with a chueckle, banded over
the stukes ioto the Mamp paws of Hilly
Bunter.
~Ihe Owl of the Remove gave & [lab
chuckle,

1 told you #0!" Lo remarked.

“Hold ont" exclaimed sSkinner. He caught
: “Thoat's
Ltbed Jd In Bunter's writiog§™

“What™

“He sent it to blmezell 1™ yelled Skinner.

b crumba ™

" Bunter, you fab spoofer—-~"7»

*Ha, ha, hal”

“1—1 gay, you fellows, that's all right”

in

I¥

my titled relations, you KooW=—""
“{ot any Litled refationa
“That's what he borrowed a tanner from
postal-order and posted I8 to himself !®
you know " stultered Hunier, “Aﬁnﬂni];t::
g postal-order to-day—and 1've por ong, It
“Where's my five hob?® roared Skinnefr.
{mﬁnr.:- *You've lost your five hoh, Skinner.
that's certain, and he wina the bet.”
aeld Nunter, relieved. " ¥ou see. it's all Ialr

atammered Bunter. “Ji—it's from omne of
" "it's the local postmark on the letter,”
gald the Bounder, examining It
Friardala,

Bunter? ehortled Squitf.

“h, really, you kpow——"
Whitrwon for!” yelled Skinper. " He went
down to Friardae and hought a sixpenoy

“Apool ! grinned the Bounder.

i1 gay, you f[ellows, it—it'a all
ean sond # postal.order Lo himself If he likea,
ean't he?  Skinner bet that [ shouwldn™ get
doesn't matter who eent 6. That wasn'd
ientioned !

“0Oh, really, Skinner——"

“Hold on!™ said Horry Wharton, inter-
t wasn't specifled whom the postal-order
wasg to he from. Ruopters wad one to-day,
“Hear. hear!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“0f course—Wharton's a reasonable ch
wnel squeare, Sklpner?”

" You—you—you—" atuttered Skinner.

" At the samc time,” continued Wharton.
“Bunter is a epoofer, and be ls mot entitled
to keep the atakes.”

“0h, 1 say, you kpow—"

* Moreover, hetting is no class, sald Whar-
ton, ‘CRkinner deserves to lose the money
and Bunter doesn't deserve to win it, so
sryroest thnt the whole amount be put 1a the
poor-hog in TTRIL"

*“fiood egm!™

“Na fear? roared Bunter. *Oateh mel
Why, [—1—"

*“We won't persuade yor, Donter—"

“1 shounld jolly well think not—"

“We won't compulss youl*

Mo fopr!™

“*We rhall only frog’as-march you round the
guad until you decide to shove the cash into
thunnnnlrihulx."i

*Ha, hin, hat™

“ivh, T aay., vy fellowsg.—2'

“Collar him!" shouted Bob Cherry,

 Yarpnh! I—1 aay, you fellows— Leggol
Oh, my hat! T—T want to shove the cash
in the poor-hox, you know!" yelled Hunter.
“That—that's what 1 meant all along, you
know! Yarooh! You canm come apd sce me
do it if yon litke! Yooopf”

viia, ha, hat™

And Bunter did!

TIE END-

HERLOCK SHOLMES AT MONTE CARLOI

I.
HE weather ia vory hot, Jotson"”
i I atared at Herlock Bholmes
gernsa the breakfost-table,

My amazing fricnd, well aa 1 knew
hWim, was always astounding me with some
remark  dizpluyiog bla marvellous pencira-
Lirn.
“My dear Sholmes!” T murmurcd.

“It s n'fact, Jotson.”

“Aut from what premlsea, Sholmes, did
yom dedies this?" 1 conbd nat kelp inquiring
“1 da not deny the fact, but I am intercskod
to know by what meana you rewehed  this
eonclusion. You know, T 2o studying your
methoda”

Eholmes smiled.

By PETER TODD.

ls wery eimple, Jotson-—I may eay

|'||!.l|
We are now in the dog days

ﬂ!ﬂ.!rrlr_l.mtury.
“True!™
"The sull i3 alitning
K o™
“Undoubtediy!” :
“And the thermomieter registera a han-
dred and ten degreea in the shade. From
thea cir:z-nm::l-unm:a. Jotzen, I deduce that
the weather is hot”
Wanderful 1™

feam o clouwdless

“MNMot at nll. A simple deduction like that,
Jotsom, i3 nothing to what 1 cowld do if
really roused.”

“1 am sure of i, Sholmes” T sald, garlog
at my amozing friend in admiration.

“Hewover, reintnong noose  ah peodral
mution,” said Sholmes, dropping into Freneh
as he often did, =1 think it 8 time we bad
g holiday, Jotson.”

“Aly dear Bholmes, T quite agree with vou.
1 had thought of postponing all holldays
till after the war, Dut, speaking as a
medieal man, I doe not think a holiday
would boe quite ao bescfleinl to us when we
have heeome centenariana. Where shull wo
po, Sholmos? Tlackpoeol, 1 helieve, i3 sbil}
pafe from bombardment by the unspeakabls
Hun."

“{n the contrary, Jotzon, | have the surcad
information that at Blackpool the beach ls
slmply covercd with shglls.”

(Conlfnued on page 18.)
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HERLOCK SHOLMES
AT MONTE CARLO!

(Continmed from page 15.)
D P S e 5 i el

gl T

*Good. heavens!™ )

“Look at .this advertisement, my dear Jot-
gon, ukd el me what you think,” said
Bbolmes, passing me his copy of the * Upper
Clreles Post.”

I glanced at the paper, and read the
advertisement aloud: .

“fEnrol for Natiemsl Service!
wanbed—"""

“Not that one, Jotson--farther down the
page ! cxclalmed Shulmos sharply.

“8orry, Sholmes!”

I looked farther down the page, and read:

“* Monte Carlo for the winter! The fineat
climate in the world! Casipe opent all the
year round!™"™ :

I looked at Sholmes Inquirlngly. 80

*You mnre thinking of Monte Carle?” 1
asked.

“I am."

*A good fdea!™ T said heartily. = [ have
often wished to break the bank at Mente
Carlo, Sholmes, aa has so often been done
in newspaper advertisements. A very healthy
climate, Sholmes; the visitor I3 llkely to
guffer from nothing bk shock to the system.”

“Exnctly. I fear, Jotson. that your mental

wers aré hardly cqual to the strain of
reaking the bank, Dowever.”

ll.Trlm!Il

*1 shall- be there, however.”

“My dear Sholmes,- it i your.lntentlon to
break the bank at Monte Carlef” I ocx-
cluimed.

“Preciscly.” .

“I bave not the slightest doubt that youm
will ecomplish that difficult task, Sholmes.
The man who solved the ballling mystery
of who killed Cock Kolin iz equal to any
task.”

“You are right, Jotsom. Pack our bags,
my dear fellow, and I will call at the
Somnolent (Mliee for our prasports.”

Snolmes buttoned his dressing-gown and
left me; returning in dan hour with a trunk
full of the oMeinl papers required for our
journey. We started for the rallway-station.

Every mafi

enjoying en route the mild excitement of an
alr Tald. The same cvening we wera speed-
fng sotithward for the deliphtful land of
romance and roulette.

I1.

[T ONTE CARLO!" sald Sholmes,
y yuwning.
1 nh:p{pt‘uzrl from the train, and

fell headlonz upon the platform.
P was unaccustomed to Fremch trains, and
anaware that there was a three-foot drop
cutelde the carringe.

Bholmes" masterly mind, however,. saved
him from g similar disaster.

He landed carcfully upon mF neck, aod
gt there for a few momegts to recover
himeolf.,

My denr Sholmes,” 1 murmured, “far be
it from me; your faifhful” [ollower, fo wish
to Incommode yom inm uny way, but that ia
my neck.™

“True, my dear fellow?!’ remarked Bholmres.

YIf ‘you' ¢ould find something else to rest
upon, Sholmes—"*

“Really, Jotson, It 3 gomewhnt Incon.
glderate to interrept my mental aberrations
with  irrclevant rémarcks!™  gald  Sholmes
sharply.

“Trae!™ 1 admitted.

"Ljtfle hoxs, Jotsop, should be seen and
oot beard,” added Sholmes.

I£. elt the trutl of this remark, and was
RN

After a time Bholmes rose, took me contly
by the car, and lifted me to my Tect.

“Peoceodone noose ah neoter hotel, Jot-
son,” he suld in French.

“Cleat wvrad! Allonz deng!™ I replicd in
the same Ianguage. *Jai boko de swid,”

We procecded.

Monte Curlo was crowded by a gay and
foshionphle erowd. _

Amid the aristoeratic thrang I ohserved
grand dukes, marquises, company promoters,
pickpockets, Cabinet -Ministers, and many
other representutives of  the  luxurious
clanmas,

In fact, the elite of the whaole world. had
becn drawn to the beantiful resort by the
shoréz of the blue Mediterrancan, where
riches eease from troubling wund the occu-
pants of the Suicides’ Cemetery nre at rest.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY

We reached our hotel, and sat down to a
luxuriows tepast of cheval” a la Frogece,
chien & la mode, -and chatte a discretion,
followed by biscuits do chien aud eau froid.

Sholmes leaned beek in s chadr and
lighted a Flor de Cabbagio with an air of
con ben tment. ;

“Try the eigars, my dear fellow,” he said.
“The Cabbugios are wery pgood, apnd the
Cliouxfleur are cxeellent,” )

“And now the cusing,” I said, as I lighted
my eigar after a buey guarter of an hour
with the French matches.

““I'he casine, Jotson, " closes at  twelve,”
said sholmes. *It i3 pow only ten”

“TIhen we have two bours.®

“Theee ! zaid Shotmes calmly.

1 gazed at my friend in astonishment.

“ I three howrs, Sholmes [ remarked,
“the camno will have been closed for an
bour."

“Exactly ! -

“1 de not giite understand you, Sholmes.
IYd vou not eome heré to break the bank at
Monte Carlo?™

“Lertainly ! _

“To ‘deprive the crouplérs, Bholmes, of
their tons of ill-gotten wealth?®

*Preclsely !™ _ . ,

“Yet you do pot propose to visit the
cagino wotil after it is closed!™ 1 exclaimed.

“Correct i

“1 confess that I am guite In the dark,
dholmes." :

“My dear Jotson,” said Sholmes, with a

somewhat bored look, “Teave -the matter to |

me. Your fnentalftr. ‘my dear fellow, Is
hardly equal to the strain.”

“Pruel Bot—"

“There are two ways of visiting the
gasing,” SBholmes explained. “1f ¥ou. wish
thie bank to hreak Enu, ot viait it when it
i3 open. If you wish to break the bank, you
visit it after it i3 closed.”

*8holmes 1"

“Wait and sce, my dear fellow, Noose
verrong!” said Shelmea.  “Pass mé another
Cabhagio, mnd explode a matech for ine—
thanks!"

And Sholmes smoked on, ond refused to
enlighten me further.

I S 3
T was not £ill an hour past mm?:?ht
that Sholmes‘moved. Then he finished
the bottle of réd Stummackakeo wine,

and roge.

" Time, Jotzon ™

I followed him from the Hotel de Fleece.

“And now, Sholmes—-"

“We are going to brenk the bapk, Jotzon.”
He paused under the shadow of a palm-tree,
and took a jemmy from his pocket, and
exaomined it carefully. = Right!"

*“Have you hrought your money, 8holmes?”

“My dear Jotsom, it i3 an old rule qf
casino punters to play with the bank’s

money whencever posszible, That i3 my
syatem.”
“ Ah!' Have you a sysiem, Sholmes?=

*“Tndoubtedly

Ny which you will win agalnst the bank?™

“Without doeubt!"

« And break the bank?” I exclaimed.

" Indubitably 1"

“1 do pot doubb your assurance, Bholmes,
but how cun yoo work this system, no doubt
excellent, after the eacino ia clozed?™

"1 could not work it while the casing was
open. Jotzgon. - However, walt for me under
the palm-trees here, and whistle if you see
a moliceman.”

" A polieeman ™ T oeiaculated.

“Yes, The police, Jotzon, In thls delight-
i place, are paid their wagea by the casino
aubhorities. and they would undoubtediy
interfere to préevent me from bréaking the
hank by my infallible system.™

Before I could reply, he Ieft me.

1 waited anxtously.

Gireat as was my {aith in the rematkable
powera. of Herlock Sholmes, 1 could not
fathom how he hoped to contrive to break
the hank at Bonte Carlo after the casino
wasa cloged for for the night.

However, I knew 3Sholmes oo well to
donht.

1 waited. e

In half an hour he reinined me. He was
carryine o gack, which elinked musteally as
he moved, and hla jemmy was under hia arm.
He amiled. ;

“Rpeorss, my dear Jobzon!"™ :
. "Bholmes!™ I exclaimed. “You have broken
the bank?™

" Wonderful 1™
« "“Wot at all, my dear fellow.

T hnove 1™ i
|

But now let

which he had suececded

ua make for the roifway-slution, and we shall
catch the night éxpress”

"“Without returning to our  hotel,
Sholmes ™

* Decidediy !

“But we cannet pay our bBill voless we
return '

*That is why it iz not pecessary to return,
Jotson.”

*Truac! 1 exclalmed, estruck b this
masterly reasoning. of my amazing friend,

“Come ! anid -Sholmes.

And we departed,

1V.
OME once more amid the famillar
sights and smells of Bhaker Street,
I asked Herlock Bholmes for the
ugual explanation. But ' Sholmes
shook his head. The ayetem by means of
in breaking the
bank at Monte Carlo waes a sceret bhe did nob
care to Impart, even to-his. faithfal Joison.
“Enough, my dear fellow, that we have
been swecessful ® he said, with o smile.
“Enough that we onn now esettla Mrs,
dpudson’s hill, and face the man, when he
calls for the instalments on the farniture,
without  fear, .That i{s enough—or, as the
French pay, c'est asinine.”

And Herlock Sholmes furmed to the

cocaine-cask, and sald no- more.

THEE END.

‘The Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Monday :
“DANGER AHEAD!"

By Frink Richards.

Leonard Oswald Clavering, who is really
Tom Hedwing, of Huwkeelllf, though he gote
on well with most of the i’etla:m'a at Crey-
friars, 18 not altogether liappy there. It
diicult for any honest and honourable feliow
to be happy when he is in a2 false position;
apd his position is not only o Talse, bu
alzo o very difflcult one, for there are auss
plelons about him. among the Removites who
don't like him. Next week you will read
of a new trouble for him. He heara that
the old clergyman who has acted ns tubor
and guardian  to the real Clavering s
eoming o (reyfriars—a thing that had never
heen anticipated. What iz he to do? Me
Shepherd will know at once that be is sn
impostor, of course,

The diletnma iz a very resl onc. Boeb [t

-is gcttled in a manner for’ which he himself

i3 not responaible, as you will difcover whep
you read this fine yarm.

ANOTHER GREAT S5TORY!

On Friday In next week will be published
another aplendid sehoo! story, which you
positively cannot afford to mise. It ir
No. 413 of the “Boys' Friend Library," the
price of whith was changed with the New
Year from 3d. to 4d. The aothor ia Mr,
Dwen Conquest, and the title of the story is:

“THE FEUD AT ROOKWOOD!"

For thres years now Mr. Conquest™s storles
of Hookwood have been appearing in the
“HRoys" Friend,” and have won for him many
thousands of admirers. Boockwood has coma
to be almost s well known—the Editor of
the Green "Un might say quite as well known,
but 1 am not prepared to ge to that length
—a3 8. Jim's atd Greyiriars; and Jimmy
Silver dnd the rest of the Classicala. with the
three Tommies of the Modern Side, ara
“famillar In . our mouths =&s household
words." Dut thid la thoe frst story in book
form which  tells of them, and I have npo
doubt whatever that it will meet with =
henrty reception. [ should adviese yono t5
ordee at once, or you may be tald that tha
vonlume 18 sold outb!
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